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THE GNADENHUETTEN CENTENNIAL. 
SEPTEMBER 29, 1798. 


One hundred years ago, the Rev. John Heckewelder moved 
into the “First House,” which he ana his helpers built “on the 
east bank of the Muskingum (Tuscarawas) River,” where he 
founded Gnadenhuetten as a Moravian Church settlement of 
whites. 

To commemorate the Centennial Anniversary of its found- 
ing, Gnadenhuetten was visited by a concourse of seven thousand 
men, women and children. This estimate of the number in at- 
tendance is by the Rev. Dr. Hunter, of the Uhrichsville Presby- 
terian Church, who is considered a very competent judge of 
crowds in the Tuscarawas Valley, of which he has been a long 
time resident. The larger part of the concourse in attendance 
came from the cities and villages and farms of the valley; many 
came “from all over” the State of Ohio; visitors were here from 
Bethlehem, Pa.; from New York City and Philadelphia, Wash- 
ington, D. C., and Pittsburg. From the neighboring states to 
the westward, as far at least as Minnesota, Gnadenhuetten sons 
and daughters were in happy attendance. 

At the morning service of the first Sunday in the new year, 
January 2, 1898, the pastor, the Rev. Wm. H. Rice, called the 
attention of the congregation to the fact that this was the Cen- 
tennial year of Gnadenhuetten’s settlement. He read from the 
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time-browned pages of the old Diary, in confirmation of his state- 
ments. A deep and general interest was at once aroused. 

At the annual Church Council held next day, on Monday, 
January 3, a resolution was offered, and after discussion, was 
adopted with unanimity, appointing the Boards of Elders (Rev. 
Wm. H. Rice, Frank Peter, H. A. Miksch, Lewis S. Winsch and 
Wm. T. Van Vleck) and of Trustees (Messrs. John Ulrich, 
Charles G. Gutensohn, Fred. J. Warner, George F. Stocker and 
G. Victor Heck) a Centennial Celebration Committee, and di- 
recting this committee to take such measures as would secure a 
proper observance of.Centennial Day, September 29. This com- 
mittee immediately organized by the selection of the Rev. Wm. 
H. Rice, as President; Frank Peter, Secretary, and Charles G. 
Gutensohn, Treasurer. 

The necessary preparatory work was duly apportioned to 
sub-committees on Finance, Program, Historical Exhibit, His- 
torical Tablets and Procession and Music. Solomon Stocker 
was appointed chairman of the Committee on Entertainment. 
The Finance Committee secured thé co-operation, so essential, 
of the sisters of the congregation. Under the leadership of the 
Ladies’ Missionary and Aid Society, a Committee on Refresh- 
ments was appointed with Mrs. Lewis S. Winsch as President, 
and Mrs. Wm. H. Rice as Secretary. 

As Centennial Day came nearer, the stress of preparatory 
work became more acute. The intervening time seemed all too 
short. But above all other matters for anxious consideration 
arose the question of the weather — what kind of a day? 

So much seemed to be at stake. There was much importu- 
nate prayer. And how gracious was the dear Lord’s answer. 

Never did God’s sun illumine a more perfect autumn day, 
than our Centennial Thursday. It was the dear Lord’s smile of 
approval, His benediction upon all our anxious labors of prepa- 
ration. When John Heckewelder, with William Edwards as his 
companion, and the five Indian brethren, brought their weari- 
some journey, overland from Fairfield Mission, Canada, to a 
halt, June 18, 1798, having swum their horses across the deep 
current of the Muskingum River, to its eastern bank, near the 
site of old Gnadenhuetten — he writes: [“Es war uns etwas 
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sehr Angenehmes und wir hielten es als ein gutes Omen dass so 
viele Vogel auf den umstehenden Baumen ihre Stimmen frohlich 
horen liessen, als freueten sie sich tiber unsere Ankunft. Die 





REV. JOHN HECKEWELDER. 


Hutte die wir vor einem Jahr gebaut stund unversehrt. Bei 
dem Eintritt in dieselbe sahen wir bald nach den Tages-Texten.”’ | 
“It was very pleasant and we held it to be a good omen, that so 
many birds, in the branches of the surrounding trees, lifted up 
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their voices and sang sweetly, as if to express their gladness at 
our coming. The cabin, which we built last year, was still stand- 
ing as we left it. As soon as we entered it, we looked up the texts 
for the day, Deut. 28: 8 and 1 Cor. 3: 8,9.” Our beautiful Cen- 
tennial Day — we welcomed it as “a good omen,” in 1898. 

The first.service was the early prayer-meeting, at 6 o’clock, 
led by Lovine Miksch, the esteemed President of our Y-'P. S. 
Christian Endeavor. Although the attendance was not large, 
the service was one of blessed interest. It was the beginning 
of our happy festival with a “Quiet Hour” of praise and cove- 
nanting, before the Lord. 

On the arrival of the special trains, on the Pan Handle Rail- 
way — one from as far to the eastward as Steubenville, connect- 
ing at Uhrichsville with fhe railway and trolley trains from as 
far north as Cleveland, another from the westward as far as New- 
ark — at 9 o'clock, the procession under the marshalship of our 
Mayor, Lewis S. Winsch, headed by the Amphion Band of 
Uhrichsville, and followed immediately by the pupils and teach- 
ers of the High School; under direction of the superintendent, 
Professor Oliver J. Luethi, marched to the site of Old Gnaden- 
huetten, adjoining our present Cemetery. 

The first halt (we quote the very accurate report of the 
Tuscarawas Evening*Chronicle, of September 30) was made on 
the river bank, at the old Canoe Ferry-landing. Here two 
wooded markers had been planted by the committee, inscribed, 
one, “The Old Canoe Ferry,” and the other with a finger point- 
ing to the “Cornfields of the Christian Indians.” 

At this point, Master Harry Demuth (a son of Lewis De- 
muth, deceased, one of the numerous descendants of the Demuth 
family of early pioneers) delivered an address upon the cornfields 
just across the river, where the Christian Indians were arrested 
that dark day in March, 1782, by their bloodthirsty white captors 
who then brought them back across the river, to the old Gnaden- 
huetten on this bank and on the following day, Friday, March 8, 
massacred them in cold blood. 

The procession next entered the Cemetery and halted, under 
the thick shade of the tall trees, at the large grassy mound which 
marks the burial place of the victims of the massacre of 1782. 
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Here Miss Esther Eggenberg delivered an address, a selection 
from her graduating address at our High School commencement 
in June —referring to the massacre. Miss Lucy Stocker then 
unveiled the marble tablet, “Burial Place of the Remains of the 
Indian Martyrs 1782-1799.” Both of these young ladies are 
great-grandchildren of David Peter. Both before and after these 
ceremonies, verses from the hymn “Nearer, my God, to Thee,” 
were sung, accompanied by, the band. . At the “Mission House” 
mound, where the procession halted next, the Rev. Calvin R. 
Kinsey spoke, and Miss Bessie Peter, a great-granddaughter of 
David Peter (who came to Gnadenhuetten in 1799), unveiled the 
marble tablet, “Site of the Mission House, 1772-1782.” 

At the Monument, the teacher of the Primary Department of 
the Town School, Miss Orpah Simmers, one of the descendants 
of one of the earliest settlers from Eastern Pennsylvania, made 
the following brief address: 

“Here stands the Monument which records the bloodiest 
day in the history of Ohio. 

But it is a Monument which records the triumph of Indian 
Christians who here met their death with Christian heroism and 
resignation. They sang sweet songs of our Zion, in the bitter 
hour of their cruel dying. They died in the peace and in the joy 
of Christ their Saviour. 


The Savior’s blood and righteousness 
Their beauty was and glorious dress; 
Thus well-arrayed they did not fear 
In Jesus’ presence to appear. 


Imimediately at the conclusion of this address the great con- 
course joined in singing, “The Saviour’s Blood and Righteous- 
ness.””* 

In one of the hollow places, under the trees, near the Monu- 
ment, the aged and beloved Bishop Van Vleck, who has labored 
many years in the Tuscarawas Valley, took his position and 
spoke, briefly but impressively, upon the scenes enacted in the 
Cooper Shop on the day of the massacre, when the blood of the 
many victims trickled down into the cellar upon two lads who 





* A full account of the Moravian Massacre will be found in Vol. III, 
p. 276, Ohio Archaelogical and Historical Publications.— E. O. R. 
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there lay concealed. Amid impressive silence, little Lena 
Miksch, great-granddaughter of the late Isaac Blickensderfer, 
unveiled the marble tablet, “Site of the Cooper Shop, 1782.” The 
concourse of people united in singing, “Jesus, Lover of My Soul,” 
amid suppressed tears. 





GNADENHUTTEN, OHIO. 


MONUMENT IN MEMORY OF THE CHRISTIAN INDIANS. 


The procession now returned from the site of Old Gnaden- 
huetten (founded in 1772 and destroyed in 1782), and proceeded 
to the site of the later Gnadenhuetten (founded in 1798), where 
the first house was built one hundred years ago. On the way 
along what is now Cherry street the procession halted at the fac- 
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simile representation of the log cabin which Heckewelder built 
in 1797, when he was surveying here. In ’98 he built the First 
House. But other settlers coming from Pennsylvania the fol- 
lowing year, he gave them the use of his new house, ard moved 
back into his log cabin. In his Diary, Heckewelder says: 
“When Brother and Sister Oppelt leave us for Fairfield, Canada, 
Brother and Sister Jungman will have the use, in addition to 
their present quarters, of the First House. I shall continue to 
make my quarters in the log cabin, with a shed roof, made of the 
bark of trees, until I can build a better house.” The Rev. W. 
H. Rice, who addressed the great concourse of people, in Ger- 
man and in English, from the roof of the cabin, brought out this 
incident as illustrative of a noble trait in the character of the un- 
selfish Heckewelder. 

Proceeding to the near-by site of the First House, at the 
southwest corner of Main and Cherry streets, the procession, 
headed by the Amphion Brass Band, came to a halt around the 
granite marker, which had been set in place the day before. An 
immense concourse of people had gathered here in anticipation 
of the unveiling ceremonies. James Francis Rice, of New York 
City, son of the Gnadenhuetten pastor, a grandson of Ann Sa- 
lome Heckewelder Rice (the founder’s second daughter), spoke 
briefly as follows: 

“One hundred years ago, on the 29th of September, 1798, 
the Rev. John Heckewelder moved into the First House of 
Gnadenhuetten. He and his helpers built it upon this spot, ‘on 
the east bank of the Muskingum River,’ now called the Tuscara- 
was. John Heckewelder and William Edwards and their five 
Indian brethren reached Gnadenhuetten on June 18, 1798, after 
a very difficult and fatiguing journey through the wilderness of 
Upper Canada. 

“The daily words for the day of the arrival were, from the 
Old Testament, Deuteronomy 28: 8, ‘The Lord shall command 
the blessing upon thee, in all that thou settest thy hand unto;’ 
from the New Testament, 1 Corinthians 3: 8, 9, ‘Every man shall 
receive his own reward according to his own labor: for we are 
laborers together with God.’ 

“We are here to commemorate the fact that the Lord did 
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command His blessing upon the Founder of Gnadenhuetten, 
John Heckewelder, when he and his helpers laid the foundation 
of this settlement one hundred years ago. 

“We cherish the blessed memory of a man whose life marked 
him as a co-laborer with God, a fellow-helper of his brethren. 
God bless the name and labors of John Heckewelder, this Cen- 
tennial Day. God make of us successful co-laborers with Him, 
and fellow-helpers of the Brethren.” , 

Miss Helen Kinsey, daughter of the Rev. Calvin R. Kinsey, 
of Port Washington Moravian Church, a great-granddaughter of 
Susan Heckewelder Lukenbach, (the Founder’s third and young- 
est daughter) now unveiled the granite marker, which bears this 
inscription upon a polished panel, “Site of First House Built by 
John Heckewelder, 1898, September 29, 1798.” 

A wooden marker on the lot just across the street, at the 
southeast corner of Main and Cherry Street, marks the site of 
the first store, put in charge of David Peter, in 1799. Mayor 
Lewis S. Winsch, a grandson of David Peter, was the speaker at 
this point. He showed a pair of steel scales that had been used 
in the store, to weigh numberless deer and fox and wolf and 
other skins bought of the Indians. Little Lena Miksch, a great- 
great-granddaughter of David Peter, unveiled the marker. 

Then the head of the procession passed to the northeast cor- 
ner of the intersecting streets, to the sites of the First Parsonage, 
the First and Second Church buildings, all adjoining one another, 
on the east side of Main Street. The three brief addresses were 
by Rev. Wm. T. Van Vleck. The wooden marker at the site of 
the First Parsonage was unveiled by a little five year old laddie, 
Edmund Siess, a great-grandson of the late Rev. Sylvester Wolle, 
the honored pastor of the Gnadenhuetten church, from 1841 to 
1849. The marker on the site of the First Church was unveiled 
by little Gladys Hamilton, a descendant of the Huebners, a family 
three of whose members have filled the Gnadenhuetten pastorate, 
and a granddaughter of "Squire Hamilton, one of the early settlers. 
Clara Wheland, a descendant of the Oppelt family, the first settlers 
after Heckewelder, unveiled the marker at the site of the Second 
Church building. 

The last address before proceeding to the church, was deliv- 
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ered by Bishop Van Vleck, at the site of the old. Town Well, and 
the village Corn Mill, worked by hand. 

Of the great concourse of people which thronged the Public 
Square, and all the streets and lanes of our village, only a very 
inconsiderable part could find place in the church, which can seat, 
when crowded, about 500 or 600 people. A large G. A. R. tent 
had been erected on the side of the Public Square, adjoining the 
church, for the better accomodation of all participants in the Cen- 
tennial services. But it had been decided to hold at least the first 
part of these services in the church. 

The pastor, Rev. Wm. H. Rice, presided. A fine chorus was 
rendered by members of the Musical Union, with inspiring effect, 
at the opening of the service. The Scripture Lessons, Psalm 68, 
and the closing part of Luke 1, were read by the Rev. Luther 
Timberlake, pastor of the Methodist Episcopal congregation of 
Gnadenhuetten. The prayer was offered by the Rev. Calvin R. 
Kinsey, of Port Washington. Then Bishop Van Vleck delivered 
the address of cordial welcome. 


ADDRESS OF WELCOME BY REV. H. J. VAN VLECK. 


Dear Friends, or rather, Brethren and Sisters: — 


Pleasant — yea! — very pleasant as the duty assigned to un- 
worthy me, is, in itself, namely to address some words of welcome 
to you, who have come hither from abroad, I have nevertheless 
reluctantly consented to fulfill it, — and why so? 

In the first place, because there are here at Gnadenhuetten, 
younger and more competent persons to do it than I, and in the 
second place, because my opinion of “an address of welcome’, is 
apparently very different from that entertained by others. 

Very frequently such an address, is a long and elaborate 
speech, in which much is said of the character and history of 
the place, where it is made; and in some cases, all this may be 
suitable and even required; but my talk, on the present occasion, 
will be short, simple and not historical, as far as our town is con- 
cerned, of which we are to-day, in the good providence of God, 
joyfully celebrating .the one hundredth anniversary. 

The very nature of our present Centennial, and what we are 


« 
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expecting to hear this morning, render it unnecessary for me to 
speak about Gnadenhuetten as it was, or as it is; but certain 
questions, which are, by no means unfrequently, put to me, when 
conducting visitors about our town, induce me to believe, that a 
few quotations from a pamphlet entitled “The Moravian Church”, 
(the author of which is in our midst), may here be in place. Our 
denomination, which is no more exclusively, but still most numer- 
ously represented here at Gnadenhuetten, and which is, compara- 
tively speaking, not as extensively known as some of our dear 
sister churches are, constitutes, throughout the world and without 
any divisions, — blessed be the Lord! — what is commonly called 
“The Moravian Church,” inasmuch as a goodly number of the 
members of our first congregation in Germany, came from the 
province of Moravia in Austria, though its ancient name “Unitas 
Fratrum,” i. e. “The Unity of Brethren,” is the more appropri- 
ate one, and expresses its fraternal character. 

Our Church dates its existence from the year 1457, more 
than four centuries ago, and from that time it has, by the grace of 
God, grown and flourished, though not without serious interrup- 
tions. 

By the year 1517, the date of the beginning of the Lutheran 
Reformation, it numbered nearly two hundred thousand members. 

From 1457 to 1722, i. e. 265 years, is the period of what is 
called the “Ancient Church of the Brethren.” 

In the year 1722, the beginning of a reorganization and re- 
newal of the Church, was made by emigrants from Moravia, who 
cherished the ‘old faith.” These, with others, mainly exiles for 
conscience sake, from various places, settled on the estates of 
Count Zinzendorf, and founded the town of Herrnhut in Saxony. 
Under the leadership of said noble and pious count and by the 
Lord, the Church was renewed. It received the historic Episco- 
pate, at the same time readopting the ancient principles of govern- 
ment and discipline, but in a somewhat changed and modified 
form, suited to the then existing circumstances. The Church, 
under the blessing of the Lord and the leadership of Zinzendorf, 
in a short time, not only grew and prospered, but also extended 
its work to other countries and to heathen lands. In England, 
e. g. its activity was peculiarly blessed, and it numbered among 











The Gnadenhuetten Centennial. 807 


its converts of distinction, the illustrious John Wesley, the founder 
of the Methodist Episcopal Church. 

In 1742, the Moravians organized their first permanent con- 
gregation in America, viz.: at Bethlehem, Pa., and since that time 
our Church has made a history of varied activity, in many depart- 
ments of church work, distinguishing itself by three general feat- 
ures, i. e. Missions among the Indians, Home Missions and Edu- 
cation. 

Its missionary enterprise was particularly manifested in the 
last century, and its Indian Missions in the Tuscarawas Valley, 
founded in 1772, were the first, or among the first Churches in 
what is now the State of Ohio, and from them sprang the present 
seven Moravian churches in our said beautiful Valley. The mis- 
sionaries, and particularly Zeisberger and Heckewelder, were very 
influential in treating with the Indian tribes, and in founding our 
State in 1803. The present pastor of the Moravian congregation 
at this place, Rev. Wm. H. Rice, being a great-grandson of the 
esteemed Heckewelder, quite naturally adds not a little to the 
interest of this present joyous occasion. — But enough of this; 
and it now behooves me, in the name of all the citizens of Gnaden- 
huetten, of whom I am one, to bid you, our friends from abroad, 
a most hearty welcome to our Centennial, — to our town, — to 
our homes, — in short, to all that we can possibly do for you, 
during your sojourn among us; and may this festive day be a 
truly enjoyable and instructive one to you and to us all! 

Fain would I — but, of course, only for the time being, — 
have as many right hands as there are persons here, so that I 
might, without detention, give every one of you separately, a 
hearty shake of the hand; but in this instance, you will please 
take the will for the deed. 


“Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above!” 


The venerable speaker made use of the occasion, in the pres- 
ence of many strangers, to set forth in comprehensive but succinct 
statement, the above outline of the history of our Moravian 
Church, from the beginning in Bohemia and Moravia, thus giving 
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a good background for the historjcal picture which was drawn 
later of the life and labors of a Moravian exile’s son, in the new 
home of the Church in America. ‘Praise God from whom all 
blessings flow,” “My country ‘tis of thee!” were the praiseful 
songs which were sung. Rev. Dr. William E. Moore, of the First 
Presbyterian Church of Columbus, Ohio’s capital city, the Vice- 
President of the Ohio Archzological and Historical Society, one 
or the four delegated guests, to represent the Society at our Cen- 
tennial, pronounced the benediction, after it had been announced 
that the Historical Discourse would be delivered in the tent, after 
‘dinner. The noon hour was at hand, and it was deemed inadvis- 
able to prolong the services, before dinner. 

The exercises were suspended to allow the big crowd to get 
dinner. Great preparations had been made to feed the multitude, 
and nobody went away hungry, unless it was his own fault. 

In the afternoon as many of the audience as could find room 

» gathered in the large tent on the “market lot.” Rev. Dr. Moore, 
of Columbus, offered prayer. The national hymn, “My Country, 
"Tis of Thee,” was sung by the people. 

Rev. W. H. Rice, who presided, then read the following letter 

from President McKinley : 


EXECUTIVE MANSION, WASHINGTON, 
September 26, 1898. 

My DEAR SIR:—I have received the very cordial invitation extended 
to me to visit the Centennial Celebration at Gnadenhuetten, Ohio, Sep- 
tember 29, and wish to express to you, and through you to your asso- 
ciates of the committee, my deep regret at my inability to send an ac- 
ceptance. It would give me great pleasure to be with you on this occa- 
sion, but the pressure of most important public business precludes my 
absence from Washington on, the date named. 

Please accept my hearty thanks for the compliment conveyed by this 
invitation, and believe me, with sincere best wishes for the complete 
success of your interesting celebration. Very truly yours, 

WILLIAM MCKINLEY. 

REv. Wm. H. Rick, Chairman of Centennial Committee, 

Gnadenhuetten, Ohio. 


At the suggestion of the Chairman three hearty cheers were 
given for President McKinley. 

The Historical address was next delivered by Rev. William 
H. Rice, his subject being “Heckewelder.” It was replete with 
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facts of historical interest and value and it is impossible to do it 
justice in this article. This address is given in full beginning 
on page 314 of this volume. 

The Historical address held the undivided attention of the 
vast audience until its close, and the speaker concluded amid great 
applause. 

Rev. Rice said that to-day was doubly interesting to him be- 
cause it was the goth anniversary of the wedding of his grand- 
mother, Salome Heckewelder, who was married to Joseph Rice in 
Gnadenhuetten September 29, 1808. 

Rev. Dr. Moore, of Columbus, was introduced and made a 
brief and interesting address, touching on archeological and his- 
torical matters. 

Prof. E. O. Randall, Secretary of the Ohio State Archzo- 
logical and Historical Society, gave a witty talk which abounded 
with good stories. He closed with an appeal for posterity, in 
which he said he was interested, for he said he had three-of them 
at his home. 

Rev. W. H. Romig, of Gracehill, lowa, formerly pastor of the 
Uhrichsville Moravian church, himself a member of the pioneer 
family of the name, was introduced. He spoke earnestly and ef- 
fectively. He said there were 102,000 Buckeyes in lowa, many 
of whom had wished to attend this celebration. He paid a tribute 
to the early settlers, and remarked that people here do not fully 
appreciate the beauty and grandeur of the Tuscarawas Valley. 
He closed with a fervent religious exhortation. 

At the suggestion of the Chairman the Centennial greeting of 
the assembled thousands were sent to his venerable aunt, Mrs. M. 
A. Rice Herman, a lady in her 89th year, residing in Philadelphia, 
Pa.,the eldest grandchild of the Rev. John Heckewelder, who spent 
many hours as a child in her grandfather’s study, when he was 
engaged in writing his books; and to the two grandsons, Messrs. 
Henry B. Luckenbach and J. Edward Luckenbach, of Bethlehem, 
Pa., who are the present surviving sons of Susan Heckewelder 
Luckenbach, the third and youngest daughter. 

Rev. John Peter Gutensohn, of Minnesota, spoke in German 
and English, and was frequently applauded. Rev. Luther Tim- 
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berlake was introduced as a genuine Methodist and one of six 
brothers who served in the Union Army. Rev. Timberlake said 
he was one of seven brothers, six of whom had been in the army 
and three had never returned, having lost their lives: He told 
of the part some ministers of the Methodist persuasion had taken 
in the early history of Ohio. He said when people were doubting 
whether Gnadenhuetten could feed all the multitude on this cen- 
tennial occasion, he told them that if they ran out of everything 
else they could furnish a large well seasoned dish of Rice, and as 
soon as the hearers understood the pun they laughed uproariously. 
Rev. Timberlake touched briefly on the spread of Methodism in 
this part of the country. His was a good talk. At the close 
“Blest be the tie that binds,” was sung. Prof. Duff, of Scio Col- 
lege, and Amadeus Peter (of Washington, D. C.), were called, 
but did not respond. Capt. John D. Cunning was called and re- 
sponded in a few words of congratulation. The long meter dox- 
ology was sung, and Rev. Adam Zimmerman, of Shanesville, Ohio, 
delivered the benediction, and thus the special exercises commem- 
orative of the forming of the town were at an end. 

One letter from President McKinley was not read. It was 
addressed to Bishop Van Vleck and expressed in the most cordial 
way the President’s thanks for the personal invitation extended 
himself and Mrs. McKinley by the Bishop, to attend the Cen- 
tennial. At the very earliest, the President was able to leave the 
executive mansion by September 29th, and this would not allow 
him to reach Gnadenhuetten in time. 

The Centennial Historical Exhibit in the High School build- 
ing is worthy of an extended article by itself, but we find it im- 
possible to do more than mention it. Three exhibits that were of 
special interest were loaned by A. D. Romig. The entire collec- 
tion was large, and it is a pity that it could not be kept perma- 
nently inthe town. Messrs. Allen Augustas Miksch and Wm. T. 
Van Vleck are to be specially credited with having deserved well 
ot their fellow-townsfolk for their efforts in securing such a suc- 
cessful Exhibit. 

After a day of great enjoyment, of much instructive and help- 
ful influences, the big crowd gradually dispersed. For hours on 
every road leading out of the village was seen a procession of 
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vehicles bearing the people homeward. Two long special trains, 
one to westward and one to eastward, carried crowds to their 
homes, leaving the station at 6 o'clock. 

Two bands — the Amphion,. of Uhrichsville, and the Gil- 
more band — furnished the music. 


THE CENTENNIAL CONCERT. 


In the evening the Musical Union gave a cantata, “David, the 
Shepherd Boy.” This was the largest work the Musical Union 
has undertaken, but the work was creditably done. Every seat in 
the house was sold. The satisfaction of the audience was shown 
by enthusiastic applause. L. V. Busche, as David; Geo. Robin- 
son, as Saul; F. C. Winsch, as Samuel; R. L. Frazier, as Jesse 
and Jonathan, were among the favorites. Miss Ada Ginther, as 
Abigail; Miss Mary Gutensohn, as Michal; Miss Gertrude Eg- 
genberg, as the aged Jew’s daughter, were also applauded. Others 
won special favor. In fact the whole performance was fine. Not 
another town of Gnadenhuetten’s size within our knowledge could 
do as well. The chorus work was splendid. The concert was an 
unqualified success and was a credit to its conductor, Mr. H. W. 
Luethi. — Evening Chronicle, September 30, 1898. 





CENTENNIAL DAY NOTES. 


It was a Moravian Centennial, which drew Moravians and 
many others to this historic town. The pastoral Brethren Hart- 
man of Fry’s Valley and Paul M. Greider of Sharon were with us, 
as were many of the Moravian Membership of Uhrichsville, 
Maple Grove, Sharon, Fry’s Valley, Port Washington and Canal 
Dover. 

Many happy meetings and reunions of friends and kindred 
who had not seen one another for a longer or shorter period, are 
to be noted. 

Such an orderly crowd of Christian gentlemen and gentle- 
women, so entirely free from all coarseness and vulgarity (we do 
not mention drunkenness, for that is unknown hereabout, in this 
town and township without a saloon, or any other legal traffic in 
intoxicants) has rarely been seen. 

The Centennial Button, bearing the legend “Gnadenhuetten 
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Centennial, 1898 — Sept. 29 — 1798, with a picture of Rev. John 
Heckewelder — do you wonder the school teachers and children 
were glad when they could wear it? And children of a larger 
growth were glad for the Centennial Button. It is a beautiful 
keepsake. 

The Railway Companies ran three special trains from the 
northward, eastward and westward, without asking any preliminary 
pecuniary guarantee from our Centennial Committee. This, we 
are assured, was never done before, in the Valley. So much for 
the reputation of the “Tents of Grace” in connection with any 
historic celebration. 

The ivy which was so tastefully entwined around the frame 
of the large Centennial picture of John Heckewelder, in the recess 
of the pulpit of our church, was from a stalk at the Walter home- 
stead, grown from a spray of the ivy which covers the one side 
of the Whitefield House at Nazareth, Pa. That stalk is itself 
from a spray of the stalk which is still growing on the north side 
of the York, (Pa.) Moravian Church. This latter stalk was orig- 
inally brought from Zauchtenthal, in the Kuhlaendl, in Old Mora- 
via, by Rev. Wm. H. Rice, when he visited the home of his Mora- 
vian ancestors, the Heckewelders and the Nitschmanns immedi- 
ately after the General Synod of 1869 at Herrnhut in Saxony, Ger- 
many. There was a beautiful fitness in thus decorating the 
Heckewelder Centennial Portrait with ivy from the home-land. 

The two books “David Zeisberger and his Brown Brethren” 
and ‘‘Moravian Missions in Ohio,” were on sale, on Centennial- 
Day. The latter is by our friend and brother Francis C. Hueb- 
ner, Esq., of Washington, D. C., and is for substance the Centen- 
nial Lecture which he delivered in our Gnadenhuetten Church, last 
June, much to the special satisfaction of his townspeople. 

The next Centennial Anniversary, to mark the date of the 
organization of the Gnadenhuetten Moravian Congregation, one 
hundred years ago, comes in July, 1goo. 

Printed copies of the manuscript diary of the wedding jour- 
ney of Ann Salome Heckewelder, who was married to Joseph Rice 
of Bethlehem, Northampton Co., Pennsylvania, September 29, 
1808, here at Gnadenhuetten, were circulated among the guests 
free of charge. 
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THE REV. JOHN HECKEWELDER, 


BorN AT BEDFORD, ENG., MARCH 12, 1743; DiED aT BETHLE- 
HEM, PA., JANUARY 21, 1823, AGED 80 
YEARS, Less 50 Days. 


BY THE REV. WM. H. RICE, 


VICE PRESIDENT MORAVIAN HISTORICAL SOCIETY; LIFE MEMBER OF THE PENN- 
SYLVANIA HISTORICAL SOCIETY; AND LIFE MEMBER OF THE 
OHIO ARCHZZOLOGICAL AND HISTORICAL SOCIETY. 


One hundred years ago to-day, September 29, 1898, Rev. 
John Heckewelder (then a man about fifty-five years old) moved 
into the “First House” of Gnadenhuetten, which he and his helpers 
had built on the east bank of the Muskingum (now Tuscarawas) 
River. ; 

We are assembled within sight of the spot on which the 
‘First House” stood, to celebrate with joyous thanksgiving the 
centennial anniversary of the founding of Gnadenhuetten as a set- 
tlement of whites. 

Yonder monument was erected in 1872, on the site of the 
first Gnadenhuetten, founded in 1772, as a village settlement of 
Indian Christians, under the leadership of David Zeisberger and 
John Heckewelder. The monument commemorates the destruc- 
tion of the village settlement, in fire and blood, on March 8, 1782. 

For ten years it had been an oasis of Christian life and peace 
in the midst of savagery and war. . 

After an interval of sixteen years, in 1798, Heckewelder came 
back to rebuild the desolated home of the “Brown Brethren” as 
a settlement of whites. We have come together to-day, from 
near and from far, to make memorial of the one hundredth anni- 
versary of the founding of this second Gnadenhuetten under the 
leadership of John Heckewelder. 

David Zeisberger and John Heckewelder are the two names. 
which will always go together in the story of the work of the 
Moravian Brethren’s church among the Indians of North 


America. 
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Heckewelder was twenty years younger than Zeisberger. He 
worked side by side with Zeisberger in all the years of missionary 
labor in the wilderness of northeastern and northwestern Pénn- 
sylvania and in Ohio, Michigan and Canada. They were like 
David and Jonathan in the labor and life of the Lord Jesus. 
When David Zeisberger grew too old, John Heckewelder took 
his place in the active leadership of the work. 

The Zeisbergers and the Heckewelders were exiles from 
Moravia, who fled to Herrnhut, Saxony, across the mountain 
border, leaving behind their farms and their other possessions 
for conscience’ sake. 

The parents of Heckewelder were settled in Bedford, Eng- 
land, and were engaged in the work of the Moravian Church in 
that district when their oldest son, John, was born March 12, 
1743. His father was Rev. David Heckewelder. Listen to the 
‘story of his boyhood in his English home as we hear it from 
his own pen: 

“When yet I was quite a small boy, I was sent to our church- 
schools at Buttermere, and at Fulneck in Yorkshire. I can only 
remember in love all the kindness and the help given me by my 
teachers. Everybody was good to me. 

“T was at Fulneck school when I remember that we cel- 
ebrated such a happy Children’s Day. It was one of our Prayer 
Days. Brother Watteville spoke to us. His words made some 
of us little boys feel as if we wanted to be missionaries. Three 
or four of the boys and I agreed with one another and the Savior 
that we would be missionaries. 

“T was not quite eleven years old when my parents got ready 
to go to America, whither they had been called by the authorities 
of the Moravian Church. We walked to London. There we saw 
Count Zinzendorf and Bishop Spangenberg. 

“They had a talk with every one of our ship’s company 
before sailing. The Count said he wanted to havea talk with 
me. No one was present except Bishop Spangenberg. He asked 
me how I had gotten along in school. He said I ought to be 
thinking all the while of getting ready to preach, some day, the 
gospel among the heathen. 

“The Count talked so kindly to me that I, in my fashion, 
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couldn’t help telling him about our agreement, — the three or 
four boys and I,— at Fulneck school, after the Prayer Day. 

“He then asked me whether I could speak German. He 
had been talking in English. I told him that I could understand 
German better than I could speak it. Then he laid his hand on 
my head and prayed in German for me, and gave me his blessing, 
as we knelt down together. I have always felt that this was 
my ordination to be a missionary. 

“It was my birthday anniversary, March 12, 1754, when 
we set sail for New York in the ship The Irene, which belonged 
to the Moravian Church. Brother Nicholas Garrison was the 
captain. 

“At New York we were the guests of the Moravian Brethren. 
The merchant, Brother Henry Van Vleck, was especially kind, 
to us. The most of the ship’s company waited in New York 
until the wagons sent on from Bethlehem (the Moravian settle- 
ment in eastern Pennsylvania, near the Jersey border) had arrived. 
I was one of those who started ahead on foot (a lad in his twelfth 
year). 

“Bishop David Nitschmann was our guide. He carried me 
across the many creeks and rivers which we had to cross; there 
were no bridges. 

“At Bethlehem I went to school until I was apprenticed to 
learn the cooper trade. I got very homesick in the little back- 
woods settlement. Nearly everybody spoke only German.” 

In March, 1762, young Heckewelder, just nineteen years old, 
eagerly accepted a call to start out on his first missionary journey. 
The famous missionary, Rev. Christian Frederick Post, had asked 
for the young man as his associate. 

I hold in my hand this time-stained manuscript, — the orig- 
inal “Indenture of John Heckewelder, aged nineteen, to Christian 
Frederick Post, as an apprentice.” 

By the special favor of the cooper he was released from his 
apprenticeship, which had not yet expired. The object of this 
“Indenture” to Mr. Post was to protect the young man against any 
attempt that might be made, in the course of their missionary 
journeyings, to impress him into the Colonial military service. 
It served this purpose, on occasion, on their journeyings. 
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Young Heckewelder’s apprenticeship to the indomitable 
Post was wonderfully providential in view of his future career 
as a missionary to the Indians. Here he learned well his first 
lesson of patient endurance, of unshrinking endeavor to face and 
to overcome the obstacles in the paths beset by gravest perils — 
paths which led to results that made for peace and for gospel 
triumph. 

Their journey from Lititz in Lancaster County, Pennsyl- 
vania, lay over the mountain ridge of southern Pennsylvania to 
Fort Pitt, and thence across the Allegheny and the Beaver Rivers 
to the Indian capital of Tuscarawas, on the Muskingum River. 
It stood near the present town of Bolivar, in Tuscarawas County. 
The journey took about four weeks. It was the eleventh of April, 
1762, when the intrepid missionaries reached the cabin which 
Mr. Post had built on his visit and brief stay during the previous 
year. Heckewelder says that they started on their journey sing- 
ing a hymn of praise. After almost incredible hardships and 
perils they entered the little cabin on the eastern bank of the 
Muskingum River singing a hymn of praise. Engaged in an 
undertaking the success of which was more than doubtful, God 
had safely led them all the way. © 

A new difficulty soon arose. The missionary, Post, had 
promised the Colonial Governor of Pennsylvania to act as his 
ambassador to the western Delaware Indians and to secure their 
consent to come on to Lancaster, in that province, for “a talk.” 

Mr. Post had also promised to escort them to Lancaster, if 
the Indians so desired it. The chiefs in question demanded his 
escort. . 

The understanding with the church authorities had been that 
young Heckewelder should come on with Post in the event of 
such an embassy. 

After “the talk” at Lancaster both were to return to Tus- 
carawas. But for both to leave their station now involved the 
total failure of their missionary enterprise. It was quite plain 
that their Indian neighbors would not tolerate their return. To. 
leave the station during the interval of the embassy’s going to 
and from the Lancaster “talk” was equivalent to abandoning the 
entire enterprise. Naturally Mr. Post was unwilling to sacrifice 
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the position that had been gained at the cost of so much peril 
and suffering. 

He felt equally unwilling to ask his youthful assistant to stay 
behind in the savage wilderness and alone to face the dangers 
and death that were so imminent. Heckewelder says: “He laid 
the whole matter before me, and at last we agreed that I should 
remain.” 

He tells the story of his decision in a very modest way. 
Where is the young man of nineteen who would have come to 
this decision? It bespeaks a heroism and a Christian devotion 
prophetic of his career of more than fifty years as a missionary 
amongst the Indians, and a right hand of help and direction to 
his white brethren in their intercourse with the red man. 

After Mr. Post’s departure for Lancaster, in Pennsylvania, 
Heckewelder, left to his own resources, addressed himself to the 
work of supplying the needful provisions. He cultivated a smal 
garden patch. The passing traders stole almost all the vegetables 
as they ripened. The young Indians begged for the use of his 
canoe, which they soon lost by accident or design. He was thus 
cut off from fishing and shooting along the river. Fever soon 
laid its prostrating hand upon him. He nearly died from fever 
and starvation. 

But for the friendly aid of his nearest neighbor, the trader 
Calhoun, who was living on the opposite bank of the river, he 
would have perished; but his courage never forsook him.. 

One day his white neighbor sent him word to call at once 
at his cabin. Heckewelder crossed over to be told that he was 
in danger of being murdered if he remained a day longer in his 
cabin. He was forbidden to return. A friendly Indian had sent 
the timely warning. 

He now felt justified in taking the first opportunity for a 
return to Pittsburgh, for word had also come from the absent 
Missionary Post that his assistant should flee the perils of a longer 
stay. This finally determined Heckewelder. Time would fail to 
tell the experiences on his return journey, of the fever-smitten 
youth, of his almost miraculous escapes from the deadly dangers 
of the wilderness, and of the almost equally miraculous aid that 
came from some friendly hand, often just in the nick of time. 
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When Heckewelder reached Lancaster his friends at first 
failed to recognize the young man whom fever and the wilderness 
had so altered in appearance. Everybody was kind and hospitable 
to the young hero. He reached Bethlehem in December. ° His 
apprenticeship of nine months had been hard and full of peril. 
But it had only served to warm his heart with undying devotion 
to the calling of his first love. He was a born missionary. 

During the ensuing years of Indian troubles, in which the 
frontier settlements were laid waste, Heckewelder was constantly 
employed in lending a helping hand in all the intercourse between 
the Indian converts and the home church at Bethlehem. 

In perils oft in the wilderness, he had various escapes from 
death, but he was putting in practice what he had learned of the 
eminent missionary with whom he had served his apprenticeship 
in 1762, Rev. Christian Frederick Post. Mr. Post was thirty-three 
years his senior. Born in Conitz, Polish Russia; in 1710, he 
came to America in 1742 as a member of the Moravian Church 
colony on board the ship “Catharine.” 

Heckewelder says of him: “He was a man of undaunted 
courage and enterprising spirit. He was well acquainted with 
the manner and customs of the Indians. The journeys which Mr. 
Post undertook were. deemed rash and imprudent undertakings, 
but he was not dismayed. Moved by charity, he desired to be 
instrumental in putting a stop to murders and effusion of human 
blood. He considered himself under the protection of the Al- 
mighty and of the Author of the sermon on the mount, who had 
pronounced a blessing on all peacemakers. Entreaties intended 
to dissuade him from his undertakings had no effect. He con- 
sulted not with flesh and blood. Cheerful and undaunted he set 
out on his most perilous journeys. The fatigues which few men 
would be found able to undergo, Mr. Post bore with calm endur- 
ance.” 

In 1771 David Zeisberger asked that the Mission Board 
appoint John Heckewelder as his associate in the Indian mission 
work. The Board hag decided to accept the invitation of the 
Grand Council of the Delaware Indians to send its missionaries 
to this Ohio ‘territory, and to this valley, which then belonged 
to the Deiaware Indians. Their great chief Netawatwes urged 
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their coming upon Zeisberger on the occasion of his preliminary 
visit in 1771. As to the resultant action I quote from “David Zeis- 
berger and his Brown Brethren”: “In the valley of the Mus- 
kingum River, in what is now Tuscarawas County, near the 
‘Beautiful Spring’ pointed out to them by Chief Netawatwes, 
who made them a grant of land in its immediate vicinity, the first 
settlement was begun by Zeisberger and Heckewelder in the 
spring of 1772. They gave it the name of Schonbrunn, the Ger- 
man for the Indian name which signified Beautiful Spring. 

“In the course of a few years this grew into a cluster of 
Christian communities of converted Indians: Gnadenhuetten 
(Tents of Grace), Lichtenau (Sunlit Meadow), Salem and New 
Schonbrunn. Here were dwelling in peace and plenty hun- 
dreds of Indian converts and their families, and a corps of de- 
voted missionary brethren and sisters who labored under the 
superintendency of Zeisberger. 

“The material and spiritual prosperity of the remarkable 
cluster of Indian towns, in this valley of the Tuscarawas, ex- 
cited the wondering admiration alike of the white man and the 
red man. Many came long distances to visit these habitations 
of peace and plenty, upon which rested the smile of God.” 

Upon this oasis of peace and plenty in the wilderness arose 
the dark cloud of the Revolutionary War. These flourishing 
settlements were about half way between the American and 
British frontier lines, with the American headquarters for all the 
western territory at Fort Pitt (Pittsburgh) and the British head- 
quarters at Detroit. The Indian Christians and their white mis- 
sionary leaders were helpless in the face of these bitter antag- 
onists, and were open to assault from either side as the suspected 
favorer of the other. The Indian tribes were the objects of rival 
diplomacies and plottings, that they might be secured as allies 
of one of these hostile nations against the other. 

During this troublous period John Heckewelder performed 
a deed of heroism which gives him a rank among the bravest of 
brave Americans. It was in the spring of the year 1778. In 
the summer of the preceding year, 1777, he had gone to eastern 
Pennsylvania on business for the mission. During the winter 
the British party amongst the Indians, under the lead of the 
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Wyandots and Mingoes, had laid plots to induce the Grand 
Council of the peaceful Delawares to take up arms against the 
Americans. In this intrigue they found active allies in the rene- 
gades McKee, Elliott and Simon Girty, who had left Pittsburgh 
as deserters to the British cause, and who now “propagated 
abominable falsehoods respecting the war and the situation of 
the people in the Atlantic States’ amongst the Indians of this 
western territory. So well did they succeed in their intrigue that 
Chief White Eyes, who championed the cause of peace, could 
only persuade the Grand Council at Gotchachgtink (the Dela- 
ware capital stood in the site of Coshocton) to postpone the dec- 
laration of war against the American colonists for ten days longer. 

John Heckewelder left Bethlehem, near the Jersey border 
in eastern Pennsylvania, on his return to the mission in this val- 
ley, in February. He reached Pittsburgh late in the month of 
March. On his way out he had conferred at York with Henry 
Laurens, the President of the Continental Congress, then in ses- 
sion at that place, and with General Horatio Gates, the Secretary 
of War. .Both of these officials treated him with distinguished 
consideration, as a representative of the Moravian Church in 
its successful work among the Ohio Indians. Everything was 
done to express the official appreciation of the Government of 
the far-reaching influence which Heckewelder could exert in se- 
curing the peaceful neutrality of the Delaware nation in the crisis 
of the Revolutionary struggle. 

On reaching Pittsburgh with his trusty companion, John 
Shabosh, he found that the general consternation in the minds 
of the peopie was shared by the military commander, Colonel 
Edward Hand and Colonel John Gibson. A general uprising 
of the western Indians could mean only one thing: the destruc- 
tion of the defenses of the western border and the desolation of 
its settlements. Such a calamity at this crisis in the Revolution 
might effect the defeat of the colonies in their strugg!e for in- 
dependence. 

Everything now depended on securing a trusty ambassador 
to convey assurances of peace and friendship to the Grand Coun- 
cil of the Delaware nation at Coshocton. But the risk was 
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thought to be too great. For it was known that war parties 
were out, and every path beset by them. 

I will let Heckewelder tell the story of that crisis. “The 
matter (of going to our mission in the Tuscarawas Valley) ap- 
pearing to us of the greatest importance, we gave it due consid- 
eration during the night; the conclusion we reached was that, 
in our view it appeared clear, that the preservation of the Dela- 
ware nation and the existence of our mission depended on the 
nation’s being at peace, and that a contrary course would tend 
to the total ruin of the whole mission: that were we at this time 
to neglect or to withdraw ourselves from performing a service, 
nay, a duty, in exposing the vile intentions of a depraved set of 
beings whose evil designs were but too well known, we must 
become accountable to our God. 

“Therefore, with entire reliance on the strong hand of Provi- 
dence, we determined to go at the hazard of our lives, or at least 
to make the attempt.” How much like the intrepid Post ap- 
pears the intrepid Heckewelder, who had served his apprentice- 
ship in 1762. 

“In the morning we made our resolution known to Colonels 
Hand and Gibson, whose best wishes we were assured of. We 
left our baggage behind. Turning a deaf ear to all entreaties oi 
well-meaning friends who considered us lost if we went, we 
crossed the Allegheny River. We traveled day and night, only 
stopping to give our horses time to feed. We several times nar- 
rowly escaped falling in with war parties. We crossed the Big 
Beaver, which overflowed its banks, on a raft we had made of 
poles. Other large creeks in the way we swam with our horses. 
We never attempted to kindle a fire, being apprehensive of being 
discovered by the warriors smelling the smoke. 

“On the third day we reached Gnadenhuetten at eleven 
o’clock at night. Fatigued as we were by our journey, without 
one hour of sound sleep in three days, I was requested by the 
inhabitants of the place, men and women, not to delay any time, 
but to proceed to Coshocton, nearly thirty miles distant. They 
declared that at the Delaware capital all was bustle and confusion 
and many were preparing to go off to fight the Americans as 
soon as the ten days had expired, of which to-morrow was the 
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ninth; that McKee and his base associates had announced that 
the American colonists were preparing at this time to enter upon 
a campaign of indiscriminate murder of all the Indians friendly 
or hostile. 

“T consented after a few hours of rest and sleep, if furnished 
with a trusty companion and a fresh horse, to proceed on my 
way to Coshocton. Between three and four o’clock in the morn- 
ing the National Assistant, John Martin, called me. We set out 
together, swimming our horses across the Muskingum River 
and taking a circuit through the woods to avoid the encampment 
of the Wyandot war party which was close to our path. 

“By ten o’clock in the forenoon we arrived within sight of 
the capital. A few yells were given by a person who had dis- 
covered us, to notify the inhabitants that a white man was com- 
ing. This immediately drew the whole body of Indians into the 
street. Although I saluted them in passing them, not a single 
person returned the compliment. This my companion observed 
was no good omen. Even Chief White Eyes and the other chiefs, 
who always had befriended me, now stepped back when I reached 
out my hand to them. This strange conduct, however, did not 
dismay me. I was satisfied that the act of refusing me the hand 
had been done from policy, and not from any ill will towards my 
person. For I observed among the crowd some men, well known 
to me as spies of the war party, who were here to watch the action 
of these peace chiefs. 

“Indeed in looking around I thought I could read joy in 
the countenances of many of them on seeing me among them at 
so critical a juncture. 

“As no one would reach out his hand to me, I inquired the 
cause. Chief White Eyes, boldly stepping forward, replied: 
‘That by what had been told them by these men (McKee and 
party) they no longer had a single friend among the American 
people; if therefore this be so they must consider every white 
man who came to them from that side as an enemy, who came 
to deceive them and to put them off their guard for the purpose 
of giving the enemy an opportunity of taking them by surprise.’ 
I replied that the imputation was unfounded, and that, were I not 
their friend, they never would have seen me here. 
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“*Then,’ continued Chief White Eyes, ‘you will tell us the 
truth with regard to what I state to you?’ Having assured him 
of this, he asked me in a loud voice: ‘Have the American armies 
been cut to pieces by the English troops? Is General Washing- 
ton killed? Is there no more a Congress, and have the English 
hung some of them and taken the remainder to England to hang 
them there? Is the whole country beyond the mountains in 
the possession of the English, and are the few thousand Ameri- 
cans, who have escaped, now organizing themselves on this side 
of the mountains for killing all the Indians in this country, men 
and women and children?’ I declared before the whole assembly 
that not one word of what he had just now told me was true. 
He, however, refused to take the friendly dispatches which | had 
brought with me. Accidentally catching the eye of the drummer, 
I called to him to beat the drum for the assembly to meet, to 
hear what their American brethren had to say to them. To Chief 
White Eyes’ question: ‘Shall we, my friends and relatives, listen 
once more to those who call us brethren?’ there was a loud and 
unanimous affirmative. All quickly repaired to the Council 
House. All the dispatches were read and interpreted to them. 
White Eyes made an elaborate address. In it he specially noted 
that the American people had never yet called on the Indians 
to fight the English. From the beginning of the war to the 
present time they had always advised the Indians not to take up 
the hatchet against either side. 

‘“‘A newspaper which contained the account of the capitula- 
tion of Burgoyne’s army was found in the packet of dispatches. 
This Chief White Eyes unfolded and held up so that all could 
get a full view of it. “See, my-friends and relatives, this document 
containeth great events, not the song of a bird, but the truth. 
Stepping up to me he gave me his hand, saying,.*You are wel- 
come with us, brother.’ Every one present followed his example.” 

Heckewelder now hurried on to the Lichtenau Mission sta- 
tion, two and a half miles below Coshocton, “to the inexpressible 
joy of Zeisberger,” who was sitting by the fire, pale, emaciated, 
the image of despair. “He arose and greeted me thus: ‘Ah! 
my dear John, are you here? You have come into the midst of 
the fire! If God does not work a miracle the Mission is at an 
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end! The Indians of Gnadenhuetten are on the point of fleeing 
hither for safety. But there is no safety here! Satan rules! 
One evil follows another! All Goschachgiink is preparing for 
war! What will become of the Mission? If the Delawares 
really go to war we are lost. I care not for myself, but Oh! my 
poor Indians!’ ”’ 

sursting into tears at sight of his faithful Heckewelder, who 
so unexpectedly stood before him, he listened to the story of that 
day’s events in the Council House at Coshocton. God had 
wrought “a miracle!’ And the heroic devotion of Heckewelder 
had been the instrument in God’s hands by which it had been 
wrought. 

To-day we dwell upon the heroism of Hobson and his com- 
rades, who faced an almost certain death, in the forlorn hope 
that sailed into the very jaws of destruction, in Santiago Harbor; 
let us be quick to commemorate the bravery of Heckewelder and 
his comrades who rode through the wilderness of deadly danger 
with cheerful devotion, to compass the victory of peace. The 
historians of the deeds of that historic period may well pay tribute 
to Heckewelder as one of the men whose heroic bearing at this 
crisis helped to achieve our national independence. 

No less conspicuous is the record of his work as a Gospel 
laborer. It may be said of John Heckewelder, as was said of one 
of old, “The Lord was with him and made all that he did to 
prosper in his hand.” The record of the great revival at Lich- 
tenau Mission station, when in his pastoral care in the winter of 
1779-80, marks him as one of the Lord’s anointed who are privi- 
leged to lead many souls into His kingdom. 

Under date of Lichtenau, March 3, 1780, Heckewelder 
closes his report of the winter’s revival thus: 

“Now when I look at our Indian brethren and see the newly- 
baptized converts, the hymn comes to my mind, ‘The Blood of 
Jesus.’ For here in the persons of these heathen (and such 
heathen as the Indians are) who have been converted to Christ 
our Savior, we have before us a true and lasting pattern and ex- 
ample of what the Blood of the Crucified One can do for sinners. 

“The next impulse of my heart is to cry, ‘Glory and Honor 
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to Jesus our Lamb!’ Where would any and all of us be, were 
there no Savior? 

“TI must add one thing more. We have noticed in the case 
of the stranger-Indians who visit us from a great distance during 
our festival seasons, that they were very attentive hearers during 
their visits. They started on their return home with great 
anxiety of mind and often with tears. We rejoice to think of the 
coming victory of grace in their hearts in the dear Lord’s own 
time.” 

The troublous war times compelled them to give up the sta- 
tion of Lichtenau, and to move further up the valley. A new 
station was founded by Heckewelder at a point within a mile or 
two of the plot on which Port Washington now stands. He gave 
it the name of Salem. This was in the spring of 1780. 

On July 4, 1780, he was married in the newly-built church 
at Salem, which had been erected under his superintendence. 
His bride was Miss Sarah Ohneberg, daughter of Rev. George 
and Susan Ohneberg, who were Moravian missionaries in the 
West Indies. (Heckewelder’s parents died in the mission service 
in the West Indies before he had come of age.) 

Miss Ohneberg came out from Bethlehem under the escort 
of the venerable Rev. Adam Grube. The others of the party 
were Rev. and Mrs. Gottlob Seuseman. Of the four hundred 
miles trip, the last one hundred miles from Pittsburgh were gone 
over under the escort of some Christian Indians sent from Gna- 
denhuetten to meet them. After this party of missionaries had 
left Pittsburgh, on their way through the wilderness, three 
American scouts fired on them. A bullet passed through the 
sleeve of the Indian who was leading Mr. Grube’s horse. 

Then at Salem, on April 6, 1781, their first child was born, 
Johanna Maria Heckewelder. 

But the bursting of the gathering storm could not be long 
delayed. A-little more than a year later, in September, 1781, 
came the fiery trial in which perished the fruits of many years of 
missionary toil and sacrifice. 

Emissaries from the British headquarters at Detroit were 
sent to remove the missionaries and their wives and children from 
their Mission stations in this beautiful valley, with a view to a 








328 Ohio Arch. and His. Society Publications. 


“dispersion of the Christian Indians” and the “breaking up of 
their settlements.” 

One day Zeisberger and Heckewelder and their associate mis- 
sionaries stood captives, almost naked, on yonder bank, exposed 
to the brutalities of blood-thirsty villains who only lacked the 
courage to murder their innocent victims, whom they had dragged 
from their homes at Schonbrunn and at Salem. 

It is a harrowing tale that of their journey through the 
wilderness to Upper Sandusky — these men, their wives and 
babes — afoot, driven with ruthless indifference, to their final 
encampment, in the desert wilderness, in what is now Wyandot 
County. They were abandoned by their captors to their fate. 
With little food for themselves and their cattle, barely clad, they 
would have perished from hunger and exposure but for the Indian 
women who supplied their urgent needs from their own scanty 
store of roots dug in the woods. 

From their hastily constructed cabins, the Missionaries were 
summoned to leave their wives and little ones, and to appear in 
person before the British commandant at Detroit for trial, as sup- 
posed allies and spies in the American interest. In bleak Novem- 
ber they made their way — Zeisberger, Heckewelder, Senseman, 
and Edwards — around the head of Lake Erie, along “roads such 
as we had never before seen.” In John Heckewelder’s experience 
of twenty years’ traveling he had never seen the like: “the mud 
of the swamps,” “our horses sometimes sinking belly-deep into 
the mire, which obliged us to cut strong poles to pry them out 
again,’ — “deep creeks across which we had to swim our horses,” 
— “bleak prairies, the northwest wind blowing in our faces so 
that we could scarcely stand up against it, having but few clothes 
on our backs we would frequently drive our horses before us and 
walk, to preserve ourselves from perishing with cold,” — through 
all this they had made their toilsome way when they came to a 
bleak point of land at the junction of the Detroit and Rouge rivers, 
in sight of the Fort, but unable to cross the deep strait. ‘They 
passed a dreadful night. Not a stick of wood was to be found to 
kindle a fire. They had “to move about the whole night to keep 
themselves alive.” 
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Next day they entered Fort Detroit, carried across the river 
in friendly canoes. “It being by this time known in town that 
the Moravian Missionaries were come in as prisoners, curiosity 
drew the inhabitants of the place into the street to see what kind 
of people we were. The few clothes we had on our backs, and 
these tattered and torn, might have caused them to cast looks of 
contempt upon us. But we did not find this to be the case. We 
were viewed with commiseration. After standing for some time 
in the street opposite the dwelling of the commandant, we were 
brought in before him. Here, with empty stomachs, shivering 
with cold, worn down by the journey and not free from rheumatic 
pains, we staid until we had undergone a short examination.” Ad- 
ded to all this suffering was their great mental anxiety “for our 
families suffering from hunger and exposure, to whom we were 
repeatedly told by the savage Indians we never would be permitted 
to return again.” 

The upshot of it all was that the commandant declared them 
acquitted of all charges laid against them, and “that he felt great 
satisfaction and pleasure in seeing our endeavors to civilize and 
christianize the Indians, and would cheerfully permit us to return 
again to our congregation.” 

I hold in my hand the original Passport which was given to 
Zeisberger and Heckewelder by the commandant. It bears date 
November, 1781, and is therefore nearly one hundred and seven- 
teen years old. It bears the official signature of Arent Schuyler 
de Peyster, Major of the Royal Eighth Regiment and Command- 
ant of Detroit and its Dependencies. It declares the Missionaries 
to be 

“permitted to perform the functions of their office 
among the Christian Indians without molestation.” 


Before they left the sympathetic hospitality of Fort Detroit they 
were clothed anew, and in addition thereto they were furnished 
with clothing and blankets and household utensils for their fami- 
lies. Provisions had also been sent on in advance, to their camp 
at Upper Sandusky. In eight days they were reunited with their 
families. “The joy,” says Heckewelder, “on both sides was 
great.” 
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What sort of winter these white and brown exiles from this 
fruitful valley, spent in their encampment at Upper Sandusky is 
best described in the words of the man who shared in their suffer- 
ings. Heckewelder says: “Not being much troubled by savage 
Indians for some time, we built a temporary Meeting House, of 
long poles placed upon each other, between posts. 

“The crevices were nlled with moss gathered from the trees, 
instead of mortar. But in what manner to get a supply of provis- 
ions, which we stood in need of, caused many anxious reflections. 

“Although put to great straits for provisions, our Indian 
Brethren trusted in the Lord that he in due time would relieve 
them. That they had a place of worship and could daily hear the 
gospel preached was to them a great consolation, in these days of 
trial. And seeing that some who had lately come among us, 
called upon the Lord for mercy, and were baptized in his name, 
their hopes were enlivened that the Lord would continue to be 
gracious and merciful to them. 

“Hitherto the Christian Indians had suffered most from a 
want of provisions. But now in the dead of winter, they also 
suffered severely from the cold. 

“Towards the end of January (1782) the cold during the 
night became almost insupportable, the more so on account of the 
smallness of our huts. This did not permit the convenience of 
our having large fires made within them; and the wood was very 
scarce where we were. Our houses having no flooring, whenever 
a thaw came on, the water forced passages through the earth and 
entered in such quantities that we scarcely could keep our feet 
dry. 

“The cattle finding no pasture in these dreary regions and 
we not being able to procure any for them, began to perish from 
hunger. As provisions for so many people could not be had, even 
for money, famine came. Many had no other alternative but to 
live on the carcasses of the starved cattle. Some babes perished 
from want of nourishment from their mother’s impoverished 
breasts. The Missionaries reduced their own daily allowance of 
provisions for bread to a pint of Indian corn a day. 

“Yet in this wretched situation the hungry (heathen) Wyan- 
dots would often come into our huts and see if there were any 
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victuals cooking or nearly cooked. At one time just as my wife 
had set down what was intended for our dinner, the Half-King 
and Simon Girty and a Wyandot entered my cabin and seeing the 
victuals ready, without ceremony began eating. 

“The famine increasing daily — and the children crying for 
victuals, was more than the parents could endure. They could 
not afford to pay at the rate of a dollar for two or three quarts 
of corn, which was the price now asked (in our neighborhood) by 
those who held any. Therefore consulting with one another on 
measures to be taken for their relief, their deliberations closed 
with a resolution, to look to no other quarter for corn but to their 
forsaken towns.” 

My friends, put yourselves in the place of those Indian 
farmers. Here in their old homes the corn was still waiting to 
be harvested, — and their little ones were starving. It is a five 
or six days’ journey to the old home. The report has come that 
“although the corn still stands in the fields unharvested, yet it is 
still good and unhurt.” 

Do you blame them, men and women with their children, for 
coming home again for bread for themselves and little ones! 

Here, in yonder flats across the river, in the corn fields which 
their own hands had planted they had been working both by day 
and by night in gathering and husking corn, for several weeks.” 
“On the day our Christian Indians were bundling up their packs, 
intending to set off on the next morning, a party of between one 
and two hundred white people from the Ohio settlements made 
their appearance at Gnadenhuetten.” 

We all know the story of that next day, that bloody Friday, 
March 8, 1782! 

Listen what Heckewelder has to say of the more than ninety 
“Christian Indians murdered by the miscreants.” ‘Five of the 
slain were respectable National Assistants or Elders (in the spir- 
itual conduct of the Indian Church.) Of these Samuel Moore and 
Tobias had been members of the Missionary Brainerd’s congre- 
gation in New Jersey, after whose death they joined the Christian 
Indians on the Susquehanna. Samuel had received his education 
from Mr. Brainerd. He could read well and understood, the Eng- 
lish language so well that he was for many years and until his 
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death an interpreter of the sermons preached. Tobias and Jonas 
led the life of true Christians. Isaac Glickhican — the converted 
war-chief — was a useful member of the church. How prudently 
he acted on all occasions and how ready and fearless he was in 
time of danger; how faithful to his teachers. Doubtless he 
would have risked his life for them if occasion had required it. 
Another of the five was John Martin, one of the Chapel inter- 
preters at Gnadenhuetten, an exemplary and worthy man. Three 
of these five Elders of the Church were above sixty; the other 
two were about fifty years old. Many of the Brethren and Sisters 
who were murdered were born of Christian Indian parents who 
were members of the church in Pennsylvania, in 1763 and 1764. 
Here they were now murdered, together with their children. The 
loving children! who had so harmoniously raised their voices in 
the Chapel, at their schools and in their parents’ houses, in singing 
praises to the Lord. Their tender years, innocent countenances 
and tears made no impression on these pretended white Christians. 
These children were all butchered with the rest.” 

Two weeks after the horrible massacre of these brown Chris- 
tians, men, women and children, the account of it reached the 
exiled Missionaries who with their families-were on their way to 
Fort Detroit, whither they had been suddenly summoned a second 
time by the British Commandant. The bearer of the melancholy 
message, says Heckewelder, was our Brother Joshua whose two 
promising daughters aged 15 and 18, were among the slain! | 

“We grieved much for such loving souls, and assembling on 
the occasion, prayed the Church Litany to be ‘kept in everlasting 
fellowship with the church triumphant’ and with our dear Breth- 
ren and Sisters and the children slain on the Muskingum; in the 
firm persuasion of again meeting together in the presence of our 
Redeemer.” 

The Moravian mission work — what there was left of it — 
was now to be carried on under the protection of the British flag. 
The Missionaries began a new settlement on the Clinton river, in 
what is now Macomb County, in the state of Michigan, on land 
granted them by the Chippewa Indians. The grant was to expire 
on the return of peace. The station was named New Gnaden- 
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huetten. Here was born the second child, to the Heckewelder 
parents, Anna Salome Heckewelder, August 13, 1784. 

Soon after peace had been declared the American Congress 
granted a Reservation of lands and houses, in the Tuscarawas 
valley for the Christian Indians, in trust to the Moravian Church. 
This was the only consideration for the loss that had been sus- 
tained by the destruction of their settlements. The estimated 
pecuniary loss incurred by the ruin of the crops, harvested and 
unharvested ; the loss of their horses and cattle; farming utensils, 
houses and household furnishings; books and manuscripts, was 
estimated, at the lowest, at twelve thousand dollars. This was a 
large sum of money for those times. This estimate fails to in- 
clude the loss incurred by the destruction of precious human 
lives nor does it take account of the hardships and sufferings 
endured by the faithful men and women — the missionaries — 
who stood by their Indian converts with unflinching devotion. 

Thus after five years of exile from this valley of the Tus- 
carawas they turn once more toward the old home. To réoccupy 
their towns in this fruitful valley became now the dream of the 
Missionaries and their scattered converts. 

Less than five years had gone since their forced removal from 
their homes here. But they had been years of untold suffering 
and trials. They broke up their settlement on the Clinton River, 
near Detroit, and started on their return journey in April, 1786. 
The Church diary tells what a record their converts had made 
among the trades-people of the Fort. “Our Indians left a good 
reputation behind them for all the merchants in Detroit report 
that they paid all their debts to the last penny. They said it could 
well enough be seen that our Indians were an honorable people, 
and better than all the people around Detroit who do not like to 
pay their debts. The merchants add thereto, that this was the 
fruit of the Missionaries’ labors.” 

Like Israel of old they entered upon their wilderness wan- 
derings with a view to reach this valley, their Land of Promise. 
His spirit and physical strength broken, Zeisberger, now sixty 
years old, leaned on his vigorous associate Heckewelder, who 
was now in his prime. It was a long and tedious and very severe 
journey which ended at the mouth of the Cuyahoga River, where 
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Cleveland now stands. They made their way along the lake- 
shore. They founded a settlement in what is now Independence 
Township of Cuyahoga County, some distance from the mouth 
of the river on its eastern bank. 

Here, at Pilger-Ruh, the two missionaries who, since 1771, 
had stood by one another in all the joy and the sorrow, the bless- 
ing and privations of the past fifteen years, were separated. Heck- 
ewelder was compelled to remove his family to Pennsylvania. The 
strain of this last long and severe journey had broken down his 
faithful wife’s health entirely. 

But what seemed, at the time, a sore providence was over- 
ruled for the best interests of the mission work in all its varied 
relations. This separation of Heckewelder from the work of the 
mission stations opened to hima larger career as the practical 
field superintendent of the Indian mission work of the church. 
And with this came the unlooked-for opportunity and the un- 
sought distinction in the public service of his country. 

For this twofold service he possessed unrivalled fitness. He 
was in his prime. For twenty-five years past he had lived among 
the Indians of Pennsylvania and Ohio as a missionary. As the 
associate of Christian Frederick Post and David Zeisberger he 
had learned well the lesson of self-forgetful toil and loving devo- 
tion in behalf of the Brown Brethren. And in this period of 
transition and of the armed struggles in connection therewith, 
John Heckewelder came to be a person of exceptional qualifica- 
tions to stand as a middle-man between his Brown Brethren and 
the American Government. 

His influence for a peaceful and honorable adjustment of the 
difficulties was second to that of no other one man of that 
troublous period. 

At the request of President Washington he consented to 
serve the United States Government as a commissioner, with 
General Rufus Putnam of Marietta, on an embassy to the hostile 
Indians in the Wabash River neighborhood. The long journey 
of over twenty-seven hundred miles from Bethlehem to the Post 
Vincennes, on the Wabash, and return, was eminently successful 
in its results. And this was due in no small measure to the 
missionary commissioner’s part in the work. 
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Heckewelder carried out his commission in the face of in- 
numerable perils. A very severe illness at one time threatened 
his life, but his manuscript record of this famous trip is written 
in a style as modest as his endurance of its fatigues and dangers 
was cheerful and undaunted. This was in 1792. 

In the following year, in 1793, President Washington again 
solicited his acceptance of the commission of the Government 
as an ambassador to treat for peace with the warring Indian 
tribes of the northwestern territory. With Heckewelder on this 
embassy were General Benjamin Lincoln of Massachusetts, Tim- 
othy Pickering, Postmaster-General in Washington’s cabinet, 
and former Governor Beverly Randolph of Virginia. 

The commissioners traveled to Detroit by way of Albany and 
the Mohawk valley; they returned by way of the St. Lawrence 
River and Lake Champlain. To-day this is a summer route of 
many pleasure seekers. One hundred and five years ago it meant 
a pilgrimage through a wilderness beset with imminent dangers. 
In coming down Lake Champlain a storm arose during the night 
in which the boat which carried the commissioners and their 
assistants almost foundered. They had a very narrow escape 
from death. 

These repeated engagements of Mr. Heckewelder, in the 
public service, in association with men of highest character and 
official station, are a striking tribute to the character and repu- 
tation of the man. They show how well this missionary super- 
intendent stood in the esteem of the men of his day who were 
highest in the councils of the nation, 

But his work in the public service also facilitated his work 
in the field superintendency of the mission. In 1797, the year 
after he had removed his family to Bethlehem, in eastern Penn- 
sylvania, we find him at Pittsburgh. He escorted the missionary 
helpers, Michael Jung and John Weigand, to that point, from 
whence the two then proceeded to join the Pilger-Ruh pilgrims. 

These latter were breaking up their settlement in order to 
transfer it to the valley of the Huron River, in what is now Milan 
Township, in Erie County. 

In the next year, 1788, we see John Heckewelder at the 
newly established white settlement of Marietta, at the mouth of 
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the Muskingum. Here he meets, probably for the first time, 
General Rufus Putnam, — a name than which none is more 
illustrious in the history of Ohio. The object of this trip was 
to secure a survey of the Reservation voted by Congress. With 
him came from Pittsburgh the Surveyor-General, Captain Hutch- 
ins. His companion on the journey from the mission settlements 
in Lancaster County was Mathias Blickensderfer, a name of no 
little honor, in these later days, in this valley. 

This first visit to the Marietta Colony laid the foundation 
of the mutual friendship and esteem which was maintained during 
all the subsequent years of intercourse. He came to be an intimate 
friend of General Putnam and his associates, both at Marietta 
and later at Cincinnati, then Fort Washington. 

An article in the “American Journal of Science and Arts” of 
October, 1836, says in reference to this intercourse: “The men 
who founded the first Ohio Colony at Marietta carried with it 
the sciences and the arts. In the veins of its colonists ran some 
of the best blood of the country, and many of them were men 
of highly-cultivated minds and exalted intellect. Amid such soci- 
ety the pious and humane Heckewelder could not but pass time 
pleasantly. He was himself a man full of the milk of human kind- 
ness, a great lover of horticulture and all the beauties of nature. 
He was much devoted to the study of the natural sciences.” The 
article adds this in allusion to Heckewelder’s residence, at a later 
date, in the settlement the centennial of whose founding we are 
to-day celebrating: “He kept for many years at*Gnadenhuetten 
a regular meteorological journal of the seasons, and of the flow- 
erings of plants, etc., which was published in ‘Dr. Barton’s Med- 
ical Journal’ of Philadelphia.” 

The proposed survey could not be made at that time because 
of the Indian war. After a nine weeks’ stay at the infant settle- 
ment he returned to Bethlehem. 

In the follawing year, 1789, Rev. John Heckewelder and 
Rev. Abraham Steiiter travelled from Bethlehem, by way of Pitts- 
burgh, to the New Salem station (also called Pettouotting, in 
Milan Township, Erie County) on the Huron River, one hundred 
and fifty miles from Pittsburgh. They arrived on May 20 and 
left June 1. Zeisberger writes in his diary: 
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“There came to us suddenly and in quite unexpected quick- 
ness Brother John Heckewelder and Abraham Steiner, by way 
of Pittsburgh. From that place they had had a tedious and 
difficult journey. They gave us joy by their letters and news 
from the (home) church. Their arrival was the more unexpected 
and pleasing from our knowing that the way was not quite safe 
from warriors and horse-thieves. 

“(Friday, May 22.) Heckewelder held early service about 
this: That it is labor in vain to try to live a life well-pleasing to 
God and holy before the heart has been washed with Jesus’ blood 
and forgiveness of sins has been received. (Wednesday, May 27.) 
Heckewelder held early service. The brethren were busy plant- 
ing. Praise be to God that all is so quiet. (Sunday, May 31, 
Whitsuntide.) Brother Heckewelder preached from the gospel 
lesson: If any man love me he will keep my word, and my 
Father will love him and we will make our abode with him. He 
preached about the work of God, the Holy Ghost, to convince 
men of their unbelief and lead them to the Savior, our Redeemer, 
whom we have cost His blood, that thereby we should have for- 
giveness of sins, eternal life and salvation. 

“In the second service four were buried in Jesus’ death by 
Holy Baptism, namely, John Henry, Charles, Gottlob, Cornelia, 
by Brother Zeisberger, Heckewelder, Edwards, and Jung, a ser- 
vice accompanied by the near presence of the Holy Trinity.” 

“(Monday, June 1.) Brother Heckewelder held early service, 
took leave of the brethren and admonished them to abide by the 
Savior and His wounds; He would bless them and make them 
fruitful, and let them shine a light among the nations, and they 
would be a blessing.” 

Afterwards, in the afternoon, they set out for Pittsburgh with 
a great number of Indian Brethren, nearly the whole town going 
with them a part of the way. In referring to this visit, in a review 
of the year, in December, Zeisberger writes: “They made us 
heartily joyful by a visit of eleven days.” 

In less than two years after this visit the New Salem settle- 
ment was broken up, and once again the pilgrims became exiles 
under the British flag. The Indian hostilities in the spring of 
1791 forced the missionaries a second time across the Canadian 
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frontier. On the Thames River, in Canada, the new station 
Fairfield was begun in May, 1792. This became the permanent 
home of the principal Indian mission of the Moravian Church. 
Zeisberger had just passed his seventy-seventh birthday anniver- 
sary when he led the “Indian Church in the wilderness” aeross 
the British border. At New Salem, during the four years of its 
occupancy, the spiritual prosperity of former days in this Tus- 
carawas valley seemed to be renewed. When he was forced to 
abandon the settlement he left behind, in God’s acre, the bodies 
of some of his most eminent Indian elders. Here too was buried 
the body of faithful John Shabosh, who died aged sixty-eight. 

In 1793, in June, at Fairfield station, this is the record of 
another Heckewelder visit. (Saturday, June 15.) “We had the 
unexpected pleasure of seeing Brother Heckewelder among us. 
By him we were heartily refreshed by letters and papers, from 
Europe and from Bethlehem, with the text-books. We had re- 
ceived nothing for longer than a year. -On his way he had found 
some packages here and there, and had brought with him. We 
were comforted and revived. For we had believed that cor- 
respondence between the States and Canada had been stopped 
and that our letters were lost. (Sunday, June 16.) Brother Heck- 
ewelder preached about this, that the Savior came to seek and 
save the lost. (Monday, June 17.) Brother Heckewelder held 
the early service and spoke in the daily words: Declare His 
glory among the heathen, His marvellous works among all 
nations.” 

This was during the stay of the United States Commissioners, 
of whom John Heckewelder was one, at Detroit, to meet the 
Indians at the rapids of the Miami of the Lake. The Indian 
brethren who accompanied Brother Heckewelder on his return, 
brought back significant word to the effect “that in regard to the 
treaty to be held matters looked dubious, and that many lies had 
been spread to prevent it.” This was a correct forecast of the 
upshot of these efforts to establish peace. 

Under date of July 22, 1793, the Diary records: “From 
Detroit, by an Indian, we had letters from Brother Heckewelder 
from which we saw that Brant and fifty chiefs of different nations 
had gone from Miami to Niagra to speak with the United States 
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Commissioners there, and to ask them beforehand if they have 
full power to give up the land as far as the Ohio River. If not, 
then to prepare to go home again without coming to a treaty. 
(August 9.) We got a letter from Brother Heckewelder at 
the mouth of the Detroit River wherein he says that he and 
the (other) United States Commissioners are still detained there; 
that although they had been invited to a treaty and had ‘come 
there from Niagra and were waiting, as there was yet doubt 
whether there would be a treaty.” 

The object was to meet the great body of the warriors 
assembled at the rapids of the Maumee face to face at a confer- 
ence. Then it was hoped to adjust matters to the satisfaction 
of the Indians. But the British, by their agents on the ground, 
prevented this, much to the injury of the poor deluded Indians. 
All the endeavors of the commissioners to attain the so much 
wished for meeting were fruitless. By an insolent speech, that 
was brought to the commissioners as expressing the sentiments 
of the council of the savages, all hope of securing a conference 
with them vanished. The commissioners returned them a short 
answer: 

“They reminded them of the pains the United States had 
taken to bring about a peace with them. But as they were inat- 
tentive to their own welfare and disappointed the United States 
they must abide the consequences. They must only blame them- 
selves and their advisers for future events. 

“The disappointment was a distressing one to us all. The 
poor savages some time after helped to pay dearly for having 
suffered themselves to be misled.” 

In his “Narrative” Heckewelder writes: “The savages con- 
tinuing the murderous incursions into the frontier settlements of 
the United States, General Anthony Wayne, in August, 1794, 
marched an army into their country. On the twentieth of August, 
he completely routed them in a general engagement at the rapids 
of the Maumee. Wayne’s victory was the salutary means of 
bringing on a peace with them. On August 3, 1795, a treaty of 
peace was finally concluded with all the hostile nations.” 

At last the time had come to revisit the old home of the 
mission in this valley. In the spring of 1797 John Heckewelder 
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set out from Bethlehem for Gnadenhuetten. With him came 
William Henry and, as their associates, John Rothrock and Chris- 
tian Clewell of Nazareth. From Wellsburg, on the Panhandle, 
they came to the site of Gnadenhuetten after a four days’ journey. 
They arrived on the evening of the eleventh of May. 

Heckewelder saw it after an interval of almost sixteen. years. 
It was on the 11th of September, 1781, that he had left it a pris- 
oner, to be led away with his fellow missionaries into the wilder- 
ness of northern Ohio. Remembering all the toils and turmoils 
of this intervening period, what must have been. his feelings as 
his eyes rested upon the scene that presented itself. His asso- 
ciate, William Henry, thus described it: ‘We found the whole 
neighborhood covered with a deep, dry grass of an old standing 
to which on the day of our arrival (May I1) we set fire. We 
did this to detend ourselves in some degree against the numerous 
snakes and serpents which we found had taken possession. All 
the ground where the town stood is covered with briars, hazel, 
plum and thorn bushes, like a low, impenetrable forest, except- 
ing where the paths of bears, deer, turkeys, and other wild crea- 
tures afford admittance. I was exceedingly affected while I 
walked over and contemplated the ruins of this once beautiful 
place.” 

The fire having cleared away the dense grass and under- 
brush, a clear view was afforded them of the ruins. 

“Part of their chimneys appear in their rows. The place 
where our poor Indians were massacred is strongly marked. 
Part of their bones are yet to be seen amongst the coal and 
ashes.” 

“In the cellar of the house where part of the brethren were 
murdered they found nine of them. And in every direction the 
ground was covered with the bones of.their cattle killed by their 
enemies.” 

Heckewelder immediately left for Marietta to secure the at- 
tendance and oversight of General Rufus Putnam, the Surveyor 
General, in the laying out of the “Three tracts of land, of four 
thousand acres each, circumjacent to the three towns of Schén- 
brunn, Gnadenhuetten and Salem.” Congress had passed an 
Act, June 1, 1796, which President Adams approved, granting 
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these lands in trust for the benefit of the Christian Indians, to 
the Moravian Church. In his journey through the wilderness 
he had an Indian as his companion part of the way. General 
Putnam accompanied his friend back to Gnadenhuetten. 

By July 4 the survey was completed. It was the work of 
almost a month. Heckewelder accompanied Putnam and his 
surveying staff on their return to Marietta to complete all the 
necessary legal formalities. William Henry and the others, went 
home by the direct trail to Pittsburg. 

Now, at last the way for the re-occupation of the old homes 
was quite open, and John Heckewelder traveled from Bethlehem 
to Fairfield to begin the work of re-occupying their homes. 

But Zeisberger, the veteran, had come to those years wher 
active labor in the mission work was almost beyond his strength. 
He had just been celebrating the seventy-seventh anniversary of 
his birth, when Heckewelder came on from Bethlehem, in May, 
1798, to arrange for the return to the Tuscarawas Valley. 

He writes (May): “We had the very especial joy of seeing 
come to us our dear brothers, John Heckewelder and Benjamin 
Mortimer, from Bethlehem by way of Niagra, through the 
Bush. They came so unexpectedly, for we had not thought of 
their coming before June or July, that we rejoiced the more, like 
children. And (the rejoicing) was on both sides. ‘They too re- 
joiced, for they had come a very hard way.” 

[ ask you to note the expression —‘“‘a very hard way” — 
for when these dear people, so heroic in all their endurance say 
a way was “very hard,” you may be sure it was very hard. 

“We refreshed ourselves by reading the letters and papers 
received. The Indian brethren all came to greet the Brothers 
Heckewelder and Mortimer. (Thursday, May 24,) We had a 
conference to read and consider the letters from the Mission 

soard. We resolved 1, That some Indian brothers should go 
with Brother John Heckewelder to the Muskingum; 2, That 
Brother William Edwards should go with them, to which he was 
glad and willing to accede ; 3, That the Zeisbergers should follow 
them, with some Indian families, in June or July.” 

Preparations were made for an early departure and the In- 
dian Brethren Nicholas, Leonard Renatus, Bartholimew, Chris- 
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tian Gottlieb, and Samuel were selected for the journey. Rev. 
John Heckewelder was fifty-four years old on the previous 12th 
of March. Rev. William Edwards was seventy-four years old 
on the previous 24th of April. He joined the Ohio Mission in 
1776. 

This company of pioneer settlers left Fairfield for Gnaden- 
huetten on May 31. The journey through the Bush took them 
almost three weeks. Heckewelder declared it to have been the 
most disagreeable and fatiguing of all the journeys which he 
had ever undertaken. They made their way over lakes and 
rivers, and through deep morasses ; large stretches of the country 
through which they were compelled to travel, were rendered al- 
most impassable by the great number of fallen trees. Numerous 
snakes infested their path. For miles at a time they were often 
forced to break their way through tangled vines of wild grapes 
and thickets of nettles five feet tall. In making their way through 
the dense undergrowth of a weed, thick and strong, resembling 
a file, their shoes and clothes were cut to pieces, and the skin 
torn from their bodies. Through all this, clouds of mosquitoes 
accompanied them, against whose sting they could make no 
defense. 

My friends, this was a rough road to travel upon! Where 
among you is the veteran of seventy-four to keep up with the ven- 
erable Missionary Edwards, as he follows the lead of his more 
vigorous, but not more undaunted, younger associate, John 
Heckewelder ! 

At length they emerged upon the trail which soon brought 
them to the site of Salem, which Heckewelder had built in 1780. 
Here he was married in 1780. Here his first child — dear old 
Aunt Polly! God bless her memory!—was born. Do you 
wonder that the heroic leader forgot the fatigues of his distressful 
journey when his ears were greeted with the familiar songs of the 
many birds? He writes: “The whistling ‘Bob-whites’ seemed to 
call out, ‘Come back again! Come back again!’ ”’ 

When they got to Salem he encouraged his tired Indian 
comrades by telling them that if they pushed on noon would see 
them at Gnadenhuetten. And it came true as he had said. 
Swimming their horses across the Muskingum they reached 
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yonder eastern bank on the 19th of June. As they came through 
the bushes and under the overhanging trees, Heckewelder again 
says in his account of their arrival, the birds sang sweetly and 
cheerily their welcome. It was, he declares, as if they had been 
especially commissioned by our Heavenly Father to give us a 
tuneful welcome. 

He found the cabin, erected the previous summer, during 
the surveying campaign, still standing and untouched, just as 
he had left it. As they entered it he looked up the “daily words” 
in his Moravian text-book. It seemed as if the dear Lord had 
meant it specially for them, so apt and comforting were these 
“Scripture words.” 

After some days the carpenters arrived from eastern Penn- 
sylvania — the Colver brothers and Schmick. They at once pro- 
ceeded to make preparations to begin the erection of a house. 
The ‘First House” was erected on the spot on the eastern bank, 
which we marked during the exercises of this morning with a 
Centennial Memorial stone. One hundred years ago to-day 
Heckewelder occupied the building. . 

On October 4, in the autumn, came David Zeisberger and 
thirty-six Christian Indians from Fairfield to begin a mission 
settlement in the old home. They came by way of Lake Erie 
and the Cuyahoga River. They crossed the short Portage and 
joyfully launched their canoes upon the waters of their loved 
Tuscarawas. Their journey was completed in fifty-one days. 

Heckewelder at once arranged for the construction of a 
mission house as the residence of the venerable Zeisberger, on 
the plot which the latter selected for the.new station. They 
called it Goshen. On thé 13th of November, Zeisberger moved 
into his new home. At length this mighty servant of the Lord 
had come to his last resting station on earth. Here he lived 
and labored during the last years of his long and fruitful life. 
Here he entered the joy of his Master, November 17, 1808. 

One of the special duties with which Heckewelder was 
charged during the twelve years succeeding the founding of Gna- 
denhuetten, was the care that Brother David and his wife and 
their Indian converts be made comfortable and their needs sup- 
plied. It was a privilege as well as a duty—and never did a 
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father show more thoughtful, loving, consideration for his house- 
hold than did Brother John Heckewelder for his beloved Brother 
David Zeisberger. 

And now just one more word, dear friends, as to the relation 
in which this man stood to the times, one hundred years ago, 
when the foundations of our commonwealth of Ohio were laid. 
All the historians of Ohio name John Heckewelder with Rufus 
Putnam, as one of the early founders of our imperial state. His 
transparent honesty of character, his kindness of heart, his de- 
votion to duty, his readiness to reach out a helping hand; all 
this and much more that went to make up the man, John Hecke- 
welder, caused the representatives of the Commonwealth to turn 
to him when they would fill offices of civic responsibility. 

Up to the time of his final return to eastern Pennsylvania 
the man whose signature is found on the original parchment 
deeds of almost all the farms of this part of the Tuscarawas Val- 
ley filled the office of Postmaster and Justice of the Peace. 

The Legislature of Ohio elected him the first ‘man to fill the 
honorable position of Associate Judge of the Court of Common 
Pleas of Tuscarawas. county. 

His personal influence moved the Legislature of Ohio to 
modify laws already enacted, which bore too hard upon the in- 
terests which Heckewelder represented. They believed his word 
because they had confidence in a man whose entire life had been 
spent in unstinted service of his fellow man. His works bespoke 
the man of integrity and unselfish devotion to the right. 

Heckewelder was frequently appointed upon commissions 
charged, for instance, with such duties as the location of county 
seats, of the neighboring counties. So long as he was a resi- 
dent of Ohio — from the time when he first lived in his cabin 
near Bolivar, in 1762, to the year 1810, the year of his final re- 
tiracy to Bethlehem, in Pennsylvania, a period of almost fifty 
years, John Heckewelder tried to live the life of a manly man and 
do the work of a Christian brother and citizen. It is fitting that 
this great concourse of people should come to Gnadenhuetten, 
this Centennial Day, and do honor to his memory. 

But before I close I must touch wpon the literary labors 
which employed John Heckewelder during the last years of his 
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life. He lived to be almost eighty years of age. He died Jan- 
uary 31, 1823. It was during the last thirteen years of his life 
that he devoted himself to important literary work. 

The fruitful work and genuine character of this modest and 
true-hearted man, caused him to be sought after by the church- 
men and the statesmen, the scholars and the scientists and litera- 
teurs of his time. He could not live in obscure retiracy. 

The founders of the American Philosophical Society, Doc- 
tor Casper Wistar, and Peter Duponceau, sought him out and 
made him their associate in the literary undertakings of the so- 
ciety. At their earnest solicitation he prepared for publication 
his valuable book, an “Account of the History, Manners and 
Customs of the Indian Nations Who Once Inhabited Pennsyl- 
vania and the Neighboring States.” It appeared in 1818, and 
was published under the auspices of the American Philosophical 
Society. 

The general scientific interest taken in the work at the time 
of its publication is attested by the fact that it was at once trans- 
lated into German and into French; and an edition was issued 
in each of these languages for the benefit of European scholars. 

In this connection you will allow me to call your attention 
to this venerable, time-stained document bearing the date of the 
year 17094. 

It is the engraved diploma written in the Russian language, 
constituting “Mr. John Heckewelder a member of the Free Eco- 
nomical Society for Encouraging Agriculture and Hotisekeep- 
ing in Russia, under the most high Protection of the Illustrious 
and most Mighty Lady, Catharine the Second, Empress and 
Sovereign of all the Russias,” etc., etc., etc. 

“They therefore by these Presents declare him as and for 
their Fellow Laborer and Partaker of all the Rights and Pre- 
rogatives granted to the Members of this Society, and in future 
to be enjoyed by them. (Seal.) Signed by President, Count d’ 
Anhalt, Secret. periet. Andreas Van Wartow, Executive Coun- 
sellor of State and Knight of the Royal Danish Order of Dane- 
brog.”’ 

It seems to me, my granger friends, there ought to be a 
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framed copy of this document hung up on the walls of every 
Grange meeting-room in Ohio. (A loud “Amen!’’) 

In 1820, Father Heckewelder published his valuable book, 
“A Narrative of the Mission of the Moravian Brethren’s Church 
Among the Delaware and Mohegan Indians, from 1740 to 1808.” 

His two books, together with his numberless Manuscript 
Journals and Diaries, including his Manuscript Life of David 
Zeisberger, have furnished invaluable materials to all later writers 
on the men and times of that early day. It furnished much of 
the material for the marvelous sketches of James Fenimore 
Cooper. 

The following tribute, published in one of the foremost pub- 
lic journals in Philadelphia, at the time of his death in 1823, 
gives a fair estimate of the esteem in which he and his work 
were held by his cotemporaries. 

“Probably with Mr. Heckewelder has died more critical and 
accurate knowledge of the Indian customs, history and language 
than is left behind him. But he did not hide his light nor con- 
ceal his knowledge. The public are indebted to him for several 
works of which we have before spoken which will do lasting 
honor to his name. These works will be of the highest utility 
to those who-eome after us, in obtaining a true knowledge of the 
Aborigines of the country. Science is also indebted to his re- 
searches. 

“The character of Mr*Heckewelder was that of the patriarch. 
It may be justiy said of him that he was in wit a man, in sim- 
plicity a child. He was free of access, full of anecdote, communi- 
cative and intelligent. His company was delightful to old and 
young, to the learned and unlearned. When we consider his 
untiring benevolence, his patience in enduring privations and 
fatigue, the motives that actuated him, the number and import- 
ance of his articles upon the Language, History and Customs 
of the Indians, he appears before us as an extraordinary man. 
He deserves to rank among the wisest and best of his generation, 
and as one of the benefactors of mankind.”’ 

Almost fifty years of Heckewelder’s life were given to the 
active field service of the mission of the Moravian Church among 
the Indians. Almost forty of these years of service were spent, 
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for the most part, on the soil of Ohio territory. And we are 
commymorating to-day his founding, one hundred years ago, 
of Gnadenhuetten, one of the earliest settlements of whites in the 
state. 

He died at Bethlehem, in eastern Pennsylvania, in 1823. His 
body lies in its honored grave-rest, among the graves of many 
witnesses for Jesus, and of many Indian converts. In the same 
God’s Acre are buried the bodies of his wife and of his three 
children, Johanna Marie, Ann Salome and Susan, and many of 
their descendants. 

A plain white stone, placed flat upon his grave marks the 
resting place of this heroic gospeller. On it is incribed his 
name, the place and the date of his birth and the date of his death. 

John Heckewelder’s name and work will be remembered in 
the literature of America for all time. In the annals of Ohio 
he will always be remembered and honored as‘one of the founders 
of the Commonwealth, whose helping hand was not withheld in 
the toilsome days when the foundations were laid upon which 
the superstructure of Ohio’s prosperity and glory has-been built. 

My friends, when I began my address I took as my centen- 
nial text, “John Heckewelder,” and I promised you that in all 
that I should be permitted to say I would try to stick to my text. 
I leave it to you whether I have fulfilled my promise. I thank 
you for the generous indulgence and patient interest with which 
you have received my words. 
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AN OUTING ON THE CONGO. 


A VISIT TO THE SITE OF DUNMORE’S TREATY WITH THE 
SHAWNEES 1774. 


BY WILLIAM H. SAFFORD. 


Many of your readers are, doubtless, familiar with Stanley’s 
expeditions in Africa, tracing the wendings of that hitherto 
unknown river of her western deserts, called the Congo. His first 
exploration was in search of Livingston, and the second of his 
voyages was for the purpose of locating that eminent and eccen- 
tric traveler, Emin Pasha, and thus to Stanley, as well as the 
civilized world, the expeditions were a revelation of a new ter- 
restrial existence — rich in its treasures of silver and gold — 
its ivory and precious gems — its fertility of soil, and its won- 
derful variety of animal and vegetable life. It has already ex- 
cited the cupidity of modern Europe, and eager nations are now 
earnestly struggling for its dominion. 

But it is not of this Congo we write. There is another stream 
of much less pretentiousness in the volume of its waters, but far 
more classic in its associations, and richer, by far, in thrilling his- 
torical incident. This Congo we now sketch, does not aspire to 
the dignity of a river, nor even a creek; it is what would be called 
in New England a brook, and in the South a run. It does not 
rush from precipitous heights dashing its waves against rocks 
and cliffs, but gently meanders along low lying meadows, through 
quiet landscapes, lazily floating onward to the Scioto, and thence 
to the ocean. 

Few, indeed, of this generation have known, or even heard 
of this classic water; and yet, it is but an hour’s ride from the 
historic city of Ohio — its “Ancient Metropolis,” Chillicothe. 
We pass over smoothly gravelled roads, along cultivated fields 
and ornamental gardens, by spacious mansions of classic architec- 
tural taste, until nearly approaching the Pickaway Plains. The 
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stream stretches along the southern side of this plateau, in what 
might be termed the uplands, and is fed by the numerous springs 
along its course and the surface drainage of the lands through 
which it flows. 

On a beautiful day in the month of May, 1894, the writer, 
with a professional photographer, made an outing to this historic 
stream, the object being to secure photographic views of some 
of the more noted localities, rendered famous from the events 
which there transpired in the early history of the country. Chief 
among these is the famed Logan Elm, under which, it is said, 
Lord Dunmore, Governor of Virginia, concluded a treaty of peace 
with the confederated tribes of the Shawnees, and other Indians, 
on which occasion the classic speech of the Mingo chief, Logan, 
is said to have been delivered. This was in the autumn of the 
year 1774, immediately after the battle of Point Pleasant, Vir- 
ginia, at the mouth of the Great Kanawha. It was, perhaps, the 
longest continued and most hotly contested conflict in the annals 
of Indian warfare. The fatalities were appalling on both sides. 
More than one thousand of the allied savages, under command 
of the noted warrior, Cornstalk, were opposed to about an equal 
number of Virginians under General Andrew Lewis. The battle 
commenced at sunrise on the morning of the tenth of October, 
1774, and lasted till darkness closed the scene. The losses by 
the Virginians were two colonels, five captains, three lieutenants, 
and many subalterns, beside seventy-five privates; while that of 
the Indians was computed at two hundred and thirty-three. Under 
cover of darkness Cornstalk withdrew his forces, recrossed. the 
Qhio in haste, and retreated to his towns in the Pickaway .Plains.. 

The engagement of the forces of General Lewis was a sur- 
prise — he was not anticipating an attack, and had made no 
preparations for defence. He was looking to the Pickaway towns 
as the scene of the intended conflict, and rested in ignorant 
security that his foe was alike unsuspecting. But in this, as it 
proved, he was fatally mistaken. The vigilance of his scouts 
had long since advised Cornstalk of Lewis’s advance and gave 
him timely warning of the approach of his enemies. He hurriedly 
collected his forces and resolved to meet the Virginians on their 
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own soil. When Lewis had arrived at the appointed rendezvous 
with Dunmore, Cornstalk was already there to meet him. 

“Calm as the-breeze, but terrible as the storm.” The plan 
of the campaign, previously agreed upon between General Lewis 
and Lord Dunmore, was, that Lewis was to descend the Kanawha 
to its junction with the Ohio, and if not already there, then await 
the arrival of Dunmore. The Earl was to march his forces of one 
thousand men up the Potomac to Cumberland, cross the Alle- 
ghenies, until he struck the Monongahela, thence, following that 
stream downward, reach Fort Pitt, and thence descend the Ohio 
to Point Pleasant and form a junction with Lewis. This was 
the original plan of operation. 

On the first of October, 1774, Lewis reached the mouth of 
the Kanawha, but Dunmore had not arrived. He dispatched two 
messengers to Dunmore to enquire the cause of his delay, and 
awaited a reply. On the ninth of October, three messengers from 
the Earl arrived at Lewis’s camp and informed him that the Gov- 
ernor had changed his plans, that he would not meet Lewis at 
the Point, but would descend the Ohio to the mouth of the 
Hockhocking river, ascend that stream to the Falls, and thence 
strike off to the Pickaway towns along the Scioto, whither he 
ordered Lewis to repair and meet him as soon as possible, there 
to end the campaign. 

This information as to the change of the plan reached Lewis 
on the ninth of the month. It is evident that Cornstalk had 
received like intelligence of such change, for, on the morning 
of the tenth, he struck his unsuspecting foe with a staggering 
blow hitherto unprecedented in savage warfare. 

“For several days after the battle Lewis was busy burying 
the dead, caring for the wounded, collecting the scattered cattle, 
and building a storehouse and a small stockade fort. Early on 
the morning of the thirteenth of October messengers who had 
been sent on to Dunmore advising him of the battle returned with 
orders to Lewis to march at once with all of his available forces 
against the Shawnee towns, and when within twenty-five miles 
of Chillicothe to write to his lordship. The next day the last rear 
guard, with the remaining beeves, arrived from the mouth of the 
Elk, and while work on the defences at the Point was hurried, 
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preparations were made for the march. By evening of the seven- 
teenth Lewis, with fifteen hundred men in good condition, had 
crossed the Ohio and gone into camp on the north side. Each 
man had ten days’ supply of flour, a half pound of powder, and 
a pound anda half of bullets; while to each: company was assigned 
a pack-horse for the tents. Point Pleasant was left in command 
of Colonel Fleming, who had been severely wounded in the battle, 
and with whom three other officers and one hundred and fifty 
disabled men remained. On the eighteenth Lewis, with Captain 
Arbuckle as guide, advanced towards the Shawnee towns, eighty 
miles distant in a straight line, and probably one hundred and 
fifty miles by the circuitous Indian trails. The army marched about 
eleven miles a day, frequently seeing hostile parties, but engaging 
none. Reaching the salt licks near the head of the south branch 
of Salt Creek in what is now Jackson County, they descended 
that valley to the Scioto, and thence to a prairie on Kinnikinnick 
Creek, where was the freshly deserted village of one of the tribes. 
This was thirteen miles south of Chillicothe (now Westfall). Here 
they were met, early on the twenty-fourth, by a messenger from 
Dunmore, ordering them to halt, as a treaty was nearly concluded 
at Camp Charlotte. But Lewis’s army had been fired on that 
morning and the place was untenable for a camp in a hostile 
country, so he concluded to seek a more desirable situation. A 
few hours later another messenger came, again promptly ordering 
a halt, as the Shawnees had practically come to terms. Lewis 
now determined to join the northern division in force at Camp 
Charlotte, not liking to have the two armies separated in the 
face of a treacherous enemy; but his guide mistook the trail 
and took one leading directly to the Grandier Squaw’s Town. 
Lewis encamped that night on the west side of Congo Creek, 
two miles above its mouth, and five and a quarter miles from old 
Chillicothe, with the Indian town half way between. The Shaw- 
nees were now greatly alarmed and angered, and Dunmore him- 
self, accompanied by the Delaware chief, White Eyes, a trader, 
John Gibson, and fifty volunteers, rode over in hot haste that 
evening to stop Lewis and reprimand him. His lordship was 
mollified by Lewis’s explanations, but the latter’s men, and indeed 
Dunmore’s, were furious over being stopped when within sight 
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of their hated quarry; and tradition has it that it was necessary 
to treble the guards during the night to prevent Dunmore and 
White Eyes from being killed. The following morning (the 
twenty-fifth) his lordship met and courteously thanked Lewis’s 
men for their valiant service; but said, that now the Shawnees 
had acceded to his wishes, the further presence of the southern 
division might engender bad blood. Thus dismissed, Lewis led 
his army back to Point Pleasant.”* 

On his arrival at the Indian villages, as security against an 
attack of the enemy, Dunmore caused a square of about two 
acres, near Sippo, and in close proximity to Congo, to be enclosed 
with a palisade, in the center of which was erected a block-house 
to be used for headquarters. The whole formed a temporary 
barrier against any hostile force which might oppose him. This 
he named Camp Charlotte, in honor of the young reigning Queen 
of England, whose husband’s commission, as Governor of Vir- 
ginia, he bore. About two and a half miles west of Camp Char- 
lotte Lewis encamped his forces, which locality has since been 
known as Camp Lewis. The latter encampment was on the 
lands since entered and settled by Major John Boggs in 1798, 
embracing or near the famous Logan Elm on the banks of the 
Congo. It has since passed out of the possession of Major Boggs’ 
descendants, and is now owned by Mrs. Mary A. Wallace, widow 
of the late Samuel S. Wallace, an attorney of Chillicothe. 

The former is situated on the lands originally entered and 
settled upon by the late George Wolfe, and is yet in the possession 
of his grandson, Benjamin F. Wolfe. These encampments have 
been often confounded with each other. 

History is rich in incidents which occurred on the banks 
of the Sippo and the Congo. They are both small streams sit- 
uate but a short distance apart, the former entering the latter 
about two miles from its confluence with the Scioto. 

The troops of Dunmore and Lewis united numbered two 
thousand five hundred officers and men. Their formidable pres- 
ence, planted at the very gates of their hunting grounds, and 
at the doors of their villages, spread consternation and alarm 





*R. G. Thwaite’s Note in Border Warfare 176-7. 




















LOGAN ELM. 


View looking south: Cong» in fcreground; in the distance, under its branches, 
stands the cabin erected by Captain John Boggs in 1798. 
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among these savage inhabitants. Their voices were now for 
peace — peace on-almost any terms. Cornstalk was a noble war- 
rior — full of courage, and at the same time full of soul. At 
the battle of Point Pleasant he commanded his Indian forces 
with consummate skill, and at any time his warriors were be- 
lieved to waver his voice could be heard above the din of battle 
exclaiming in his native tongue: “Be brave! Be brave!” — “Be 
strong! Be strong!” When he returned to the Pickaway towns 
he called a council of the nation to consult as to what should 
now be done and upbraided them for not permitting him to 
make peace, as he had desired on the night of the battle. “What,” 
said he, “will you do now? The big knife is coming on us, and 
we shall all be killed. Now you must fight, or we are done.” 
But no one answering, he said: “Then let us kill all our women 
and children and go and fight until we die.” No answer still hav- 
ing been made, he indignantly arose, struck his tomahawk in a 
post of the council house and exclaimed: “/’ll go and make 
peace,” to which all warriors grunted “Ough!’ “Ough!” and 
runners were instantly dispatched to Dunmore to solicit peace. 

Dunmore was met, even before he reached the Indian vil- 
lages, by a messenger (a white man) from Cornstalk, anxious for 
an accommodation. ‘The messenger was returned, accompanied 
by John Gibson and Simon :Girty — the latter was then a scout 
for Dunmore and had not then commenced his notorious ren- 
egade career. The two soon brought back an answer from the 
Shawnees expressing a desire for peace. A council of the prin- 
cipal chiefs were then assembled under the wide-spreading 
branches of the famed Elm Tree. Messengers were dispatched 
for the .famous. Mingo. chief Logan, whose. residence, we have 
mentioned, was at Old Chillicothe, about two miles distant on 
the west side of the Scioto. But Logan, like Achilles, sulked 
in his tent — he refused to attend. “Two or three days before 
the signing of the treaty,” says an eye witness, “when I was on 
the out guard, Simon Girty, who was passing by, stopped me 
and conversed; he said he ‘was going after Logan, but he did 
not like his business, for he was a surly fellow.’ He, however, 
proceeded on, and I saw him return on the day of the treaty, 
and Logan was not with him. At this time a circle was formed 
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LOGAN ELM. 


View looking north, with monument standing on the spot where the cabin once stood, erected by John Boggs, 
grandson of Captain Boggs. 
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and the treaty begun. I saw John Gibson, on Girty’s arrival, 
get up and go out of the circle and talk with Girty, after which 
he, Gibson, went into a tent, and soon after, returning into the 
circle, drew out of his pocket a piece of clean paper, on which 
was written, in his own hand writing, a speech for, and in the 
name of Logan. Girty from recollection translated the speech 
to Gibson, and the latter put it into excellent English, as he was 
abundantly capable of doing.” 

This speech was first brought into public notoriety by Pres- 
ident Jefferson in his Notes on Virginia. Its publication, by him, 
produced an embittered controversy as to the genuineness of the 
production — principally on the part of the family and friends of 
Major Michael Cresap, whose name had been assailed, in that 
Major Cresap was therein charged with having, in cold b‘ood, 
murdered Logan’s family. Mr. Jefferson having been accused 
of the sole authorship of the speech, was compelled, in vindica- 
tion, to furnish a statement of the facts occasioning its publica- 
tion. In this he says: 

“The notes on Virginia were written in the year 1781 and 
1788, in answer to certain queries proposed to me by Mons. De 
Marbois, then Secretary. of the French Legation in the United 
States; and 4 manuscript copy was delivered to him. A few 
copies, with some additions, were afterwards, in 1784, printed 
in Paris, and given to particular friends. In speaking of the 
animals of America, the theory of M. de Buffon, Abbe Raynal, 
and others presented itself to consideration. They have supposed 
there is something in the soil, climate and other circumstances 
of America which occasions animal nature to degenerate, not 
excepting even the man, native, or adoptive, physical or mora!. 
This theory, so unfounded and degrading to one-third of the 
globe, was called to the bar of fact and reason. Among other 
proofs adduced in contradiction of this hypothesis, the speech of 
Logan, an Indian chief, delivered to Lord Dunmore in 1774, was 
produced as a specimen of the talents of the aboriginals of this 
country, and particularly of their eloquence; and it was believed 
that Europe had never produced anything superior to this morsel 
of eloquence. In order to make it intelligible to the reader, the 
transaction on which it was founded was stated as it had been 
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generally related in America at the time and as I had heard it 
myself in the circle of Lord Dunmore and the officers who 
accompanied him; and the speech itself was given as it had, 
ten years before the printing of that book, circulated in the news- 
papers through all the then colonies — through the magazines 
of Great Britain, and the periodical publications of Europe. For 
three and twenty years it passed uncontradicted; nor was it ever 
suspected that it even admitted contradiction. In 1797, however, 
for the first time, not only the whole transaction respecting Logan 
was affirmed in public papers to be false, but the speech itself sug- 
gested to be a forgery, and even a forgery of mine, to aid me 
in proving that the man of America was equal in body and mind 
to the man of Europe. But wherefore the forgery? Whether 
Logan’s or mine, it still would have been American. I should, 
indeed, consult my own fame, if the suggestion that this speech — 
is mine were suffered to be believed. He would have a just right 
to be proud who could, with truth, claim that composition. But 
it is none of mine, and I yield it to whom it is due. 

“On seeing then, that this transaction was brought into 
question, I thought it my duty to make particular enquiry into 
its foundation. It was more my duty, as it was alleged that, by 
ascribing to an individual therein named a participation in the 
murder of Logan’s family, I had done an injury to his character 
which it had not deserved.” 

Mr. Jefferson, after a voluminous correspondence with, and 
numerous affidavits of, officers and men of Lord Dunmore’s 
forces, very clearly established the genuineness of Logan’s speech, 
but has left in some doubt the question as to whether Logan’s 
family were murdered by Major Michael Cresap or Greathouse, 
a subaltern under his command. Nevertheless, Logan confidently 
believed Cresap to have been the author. Among the numerous 
affidavits procured by Mr. Jefferson was one of Captain John 
Gibson himself, who interpreted the speech; and as his account 
of the transaction differs from that of “An Eye Witness,” we 
give his version of it. He relates that, having delivered to 
Logan the message of Dunmore at Old Chillicothe, Logan re- 
fused to attend the council. But, at the chief's request, they went 
into an adjoining wood and sat down. Here, after shedding 
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abundance of tears, the honored chief told his pathetic story. 
Gibson repeated it to the council on the Congo and it was caused 
to be published in the Virginia Gazette of that year. We tran- 
scribe it as it then appeared. 


LOGAN’S SPEECH. 


“I appeal to any white man to say if ever he entered Logan’s 
cabin hungry, and I gave him not meat; if ever he came cold 
or naked, and I gave him not clothing. 

“During the course of the last long and bloody war, Logan 
remained in his tent, an advocate for peace. Nay, such was 
my love for the whites, that those of my country pointed at me 
as they passed and said, ‘Logan is the friend of the white man.’ 
I had even thought to have lived among you, but for the injuries 
of one man. Colonel Cresap, the last spring, in cold blood and 
unprovoked, cut off all the relations of Logart, not sparing even 
my women and children. There runs not a drop of my blood 
in the veins of any human creature. This called on me for 
revenge. I have sought it. I have killed many. I have fully 
glutted my vengeance. For my country I rejoice at the beams 
of peace. Yet, do not harbor the thought that mine is the joy 
of fear. Logan never felt fear. He will not turn on his heel 
to save his life. Who is there to mourn for Logan? Not one.” 

“T may challenge,” says Mr. Jefferson, “the whole orations 
of Demosthenes and Cicero, and of any more eminent orator, if 
Europe has furnished more eminent, to produce a single passage 
superior to the speech of Logan, a Mingo chief, to Lord Dunmore,. 

The famed Logan Elm, given in the view, is also known as 
the Treaty Tree. The speech of Logan is erroneously supposed 
to have been extemporized in person to the council assembled 
beneath its branches. But such was not the fact. It was com- 
municated to Gibson in his Indian vernacular, and by Gibson 
interpreted to Dunmore at the meeting of the council. The tree 
is still standing and in the same vigorous condition it was when 
it sheltered the combined representatives of the hostile forces. 
The storms of an hundred and twenty years have failed to leave 
their impress upon it, and it yet stands as monarch of the woods 
and a lasting memorial of the event which it commemorates.. 




















NEAR VIEW OF THE BOGGS MONUMENT LOOKING NORTHWEST. 
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In one of the views presented, Congo’s placid stream is 
faintly seen flowing in the foreground, while at some two hundred 
feet from the body of the elm may be observed the remains of 
the once famous Boggs Cabin. In the second view is shown, 
from an opposite standpoint, the imposing Boggs monument, 
now occupying the spot where the cabin once stood. It is an 
elegant and costly memorial, commemorative of the family and 
the events which there transpired, affording a brief but vivid 
history of those who were reared under the wide-spreading 
branches, and disported their youthful exuberance beneath the 
famed Elm. 

Its dimensions, by actual measurements, are seventy feet 
in hight; the spread of its branches, in diameter, one hundred 
and twenty feet, and the girth of its body twenty feet. 

The monument seen in the rising ground, measured by esti- 
mation only, is, at its base, ten feet square; hight of base, six 
feet; hight of shaft, fifteen feet; and square of shaft, at base, 
five feet, tapering to three at the top. 

It bears the following inscriptions and memorials on its sev- 
eral sides as follows: 

NORTH SIDE. 


Under the spreading branches of a magnificent elm tree 
near by, is where Logan, the Mingo chief, made his celebrated 
speech, and where Lord Dunmore concluded his treaty with the 
Indians, in 1774, and thereby opened this country for the settle- 
ment of our forefathers. 


SOUTH SIDE. 


Erected by John Boggs to the memory of his grandfather, 
and father — soldier, scout and pioneer. 


WEST SIDE. 


Major John Boggs, born near Wheeling, Virginia, 1775. 
Moved to Ohio with his father, 1789. Married Sarah McMechan, 
1800. Raised eight children, all born in a cabin that stood on 
this spot. His wife, Sarah, died 1851. He died 1863. 











BRONZE PLATE ON MONUMENT. 


Illustrating the capture of William Boggs, son of Captain John Boggs— figures and surroundings in bas-relief. 
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EAST SIDE, 


Captain John Boggs, born in Western Pennsylvania, 1738. 
Married Jane Irwin and raised a large family on the frontier, 
near Wheeling, W. Va. 

“One son, William, was taken prisoner by the Indians in 
view of his father’s cabin, which is here represented. Another, 
James, was killed by them near Cambridge, Ohio. Immigrated 
to Ohio, and built his cabin on this spot 1789 and died 1820.” 

The representation of the capture of William by the Indians, 
mentioned in the inscription, is one of the most exquisite speci- 
mens of mural art anywhere to be found on any private monu- 
ment. It is a bronzed tablet, two feet six, by fourteen inches, in- 
serted in the granite base. The picture of the capture is executed 
in bas relief, and of high relief, the figures one-half to one inch 
high. It represents a beautiful landscape intended to be, and is, 
almost an exact representation of the cabin and its surroundings. 
In the left-hand corner is the log cabin, at the corner of which 
stands the figure of a white man with his gun at his shoulder 
and his eye peering along the barrel. The wife and children stand 
secreted behind the cabin. Obliquely to the left, and fronting 
the door, stands an Indian in anxious expectancy. At the right 
of the man is a waving field of grain surrounded by a rail fence — 
commonly designated a Virginia worm fence. Several panels 
have been thrown down, and a herd of cattle are feeding on the 
growing grain. Near the fence is seen a boy in flight up a 
slight ascent, making his way toa palisade on the crest of the ridge. 
After him is a band of several Indians in hot pursuit. The whole 
scene is a thrilling and vivid representation of the scene that 
on that spot once actually occurred. It needs no interpreter; 
it conveys, at once, to the understanding what is then and there 
being enacted. The stealthy savages, under cover of darkness, 
have laid down the fence and turned the cattle upon the growing 
grain; secreted in ambush they patiently await approaching day, 
anticipating the events to occur in the morning. The results 
showed their strategy complete, their decoy successful. The boy, 
awakening at sunrise, views the desolating scene, and, unsuspect- 
ing the authors of the mischief, impulsively rushes after the de- 
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stroying herd. Suddenly his course is interrupted by the terrible 
apparition of a hostile foe that rises before him. He turns and 
retreats towards the cabin, but there too appears another of the 
band to intercept his entrance. No hope of escape now presents 
itself save that of reaching the palisade on the ridge in the dis- 
tance. He turns and with accelerated speed vainly endeavors 
to reach the goal. His course is beset with increasing pursuers 
on all sides, and at length, exhausted by the effort, he is over- 
taken and made captive to Indian strategy and Indian cunning. 
Meanwhile his anxious father stands sentinel at the cabin’s corner, 
guarding the family from the intruding savage in the front, while 
the receding form of his son, pursued by a hostile force, appalls 
his agonized soul. 

Such is here depicted the memorable scenes of our fore- 
fathers, preserved in imperishable bronze and granite, where future 
generations may pause and read the story of their sacrifices and 
their sufferings while marking out the path of Empire. 

As we stand before this consecrated record, sublime reveries 
and holy reflections crowd upon our mind and extort the sigh 
of sadness which a scene like this inspires. In the cycles of 
the centuries three generations have played their parts on this 
tragic stage of human life. Men and women, savage and civilized, 
have been in succession gathered to the shades of their fathers. 
Our feet, even now, press the sward above their graves, where 
now, in silence, side by side, and crumbling to decay, lie the 
bones of the red warrior, who once roamed these forests, and 
his ancient foe, the white man. 

How apt to this place — this hour — this scene recur the 
words of the immortal bard Bryant. 


A WALK AT SUNSET. 


“Then came the hunter’s tribes, and thou didst look, 
For ages, on their deeds in the hard chase, 
And well fought wars; green sod and silver brook 
Took the first stain of blood: before thy face 
The warrior generations came and passed, 
And glory was laid up for many an age to last. 
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“Now they are gone, gone as thy setting blaze 
Goes down the west, while night is pressing on 
And with them, the old tale of better days, 
And trophies of remembered power, are gone. 
Yon field that gives the harvest, where the plough 
Strikes the white bone, is all that tells their story now. 


“T stand upon their ashes, in thy beam, 
The offspring of another race, I stand 
Beside a stream they loved, this valley stream; 
And where the night-fire of the quivered band 
Showed the gray elm by fits and war-song sung 
I teach the quiet shades the strains of this new tongue. 


“ Farewell! but thou shalt come again— thy light 
Must shine on other changes, and behold 
The place of the thronged city, still as night — 
States falien— new empires built upon the old — 
But never shalt thou see these realms again 
Darkened by boundless groves, and roamed by savage men.” 








